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Such noble ſcenes, as draw the eye to flow, 
We ſhall preſent. Thoſe" that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 
The ſubject will deſerve it. Such as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe, 
May here find truth too. Thoſe that come to ſes 
Only a ſhow or two, (and ſo agree, 

The play may paſs) if they be ſill and willing, 

Tl undertake may ſee away their ſhilling 
Richly in two ſhort hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry, ba tody play; 

A 5 of targets; or to ſee a fellow 

In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow , 

Will be deceiv'd: for, gentle. hearers, know 

To rank our choſen truth with ſuch a ſhow 


As fool and fight is, ( beſidos forfeiting 

Our own brains, and th opinion that we bring 
To make that only true we now intend) 

Will leave us ne'er an underſtanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodneſs ſake, as you are known 
The firſt and happieſt hearers of the town, 

Be ſad, as we would make ye. Think ye ſee 
The very perſons of our noble ſtory, FI 
As they were living: think you ſee them great, 
And loud with be gon ral throng, and ſweat 
Of thouſand friends; Then, in a moment, ſee 
How ſoon this mightineſs meets miſery ! 

And. if you can be merry then, I l ſay 

A man-may weep upon his wedding day. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
KING Henry the Eight, 
Cardinal Wolſey, his firſt Miniſter and Favourite, 
Cranmer. Archbifhop of 93 | 
Duke of Norfolk. 
Duke of . 5" 
Duke of Suffolk, 
Earl of Surrey 
Lord San 
Cardinal Campeius, the Pope's Tegat. | 
_— Ambaſſador from the Emperor Charles the 
We 
Gardiner, Biſhop of eng 
Lord Abergavenny. 
Lord Sands. 
Sir Henry Guildford, 
Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Sir Anthony Denny, 
Sir Nicholas Vaux. 
Cromwell, firſs Servant to Volley, afterwards to the” 
King. 


Griffith, Gentleman-Uſher to Queen Katharine., 
Three Gentlemen, . 

Dr. Butts, Phyſician to the King. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham, 

Porter and his Man. 


Queen Katharine, firſ# Wife to King Henry, afterwards 

Divorc' d. 

Anne Bullen, belov'd by the King, and afterwards mar- 
ried to him, | 

An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. + 

Patience, Woman of the Bed-Chamber to Queen Katha- 
rine, 

Several Lords and Ladies in the dumb Shews, Women 
attending upon the Queen, Spirits which appear 

to her. Scribes, Officers, Guards, and other 
Attendants. 
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The LIFE of 


the =, | 
HENRYT VIII. 
3 : | i . 8 f 
5 f ; 0 5 * 4 E >... -/*s | 
Enter the Dube of Norfolk at one door : at the other 7-4 1 
Dule of Buckingham, and the Lord ee 3 
: Bc EIN GHAM. 
> 00D morrow, and well met. How 
NC have you done 9 
Vince laſt we ſaw y' in France? | | 
'ards Nor. I thank your Grace: Þ 
| Healthful, and ever ſince a freſh admirgy- | 
mar- Of what ſaw there. i 


Buck, An untimely ague 
| Stay'd me a pris'ner in my chamber, when | 
atha- Thoſe * ſuns of glory, thoſe two lights of mes | 
| _ " the vale of Arde. | 
»Twixt Guynes and Arde : | i 


ome 6 
2 ws I _ 4 Res preſent, ſaw 'em falute on bern 

: Beheld 'em when they lighted, how they clung- . 

In their embracement, as they grew together; ; 

Which had they, what four thron'd ones could have 0 

) N. | weigh'd | i 
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Such a compounded one? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber's priſoner. 

Nor. Then you lot 
The view of earthly glory: men might ſay 
'Till this time pomp was ſingle, but now marry'd 
To one above it ſelf. Each following day 
Became the next day's gnafter, *till the laft 
Made former wonders, its. Today the French, 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone down the Emgliſo; and to-morrow they, 
Made Britain, India : every man that ſtood, 
Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarfiſh pages were 
As Cherubins, all gifts the Madams too, 
Not us'd to toil, did almoſt ſweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting. Now this mas 
Was cry'd incomparable; and th”enſuing night 
Made it a fool and beggar. The two Kings 
Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now work, 
As prefence did preſent them; him in eye, 
Still him in praiſe; and being preſent both, 
"Twas faid they ſaw but one, and no diſcerner 
Durſt wag his tongue in cenſure. When theſe ſuns, 
(For ſo they phraſe em) by their heralds, challeng'd 
The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compaſs, that old fabulous ſtory 
(Being now ſeen poſſible enough) got credit ; 
That F Bevis was beliey'd. | | 

Buck, Oh, you go far! | 

Nor, As I belong to worſhip, and affect 
In honour, honeſty ; the tract of every thing 
Would by a good diſcourſer loſe ſome life, 
Which action's ſelf was tongue to. 

Buck, All was royal; 
To the diſpoſing of it nought rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view. The office did 
Diſtinctly his full function. Who did guide, 
I mean, who ſet the body and the limbs 


- 


+ The old romantic legend of Bevis of Southampton. 
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Of this great ſport together, as you gueſs ? 
Nor. One ire. chan promiſes no element 
In ſuch a buſineſs. = 8 
Buck. P u, who, my lord! | 
Nor. All this was El by the good diſcretion 
Of the right rev'rend Cardinal of York. 
Buck, The devil ſpeed him: no man's pye is freed: 
From his ambitious finger. What had he | 
| To doin theſe fierce vanities? I wonder 
That ſuch a Þ ketch can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o' th' beneficial ſun, 
And keep it from the earth. 
Nor, Yet ſurely, Sir, 3 
There's in him ſtuff that puts him to thefe ends: 
For being not propt by anceſtry, whoſe grace 
Chalks ſucceffors their way; nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to th crown; neither ally'd 
To eminent aſſiſtants; but ſpider-Jike, 
Out of his ſelf- drawn web; this gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King. 
Aber, I cannot tell | : 
What heav'n hath giv'n him; let ſome graver eye 
Pierce into that: but I can ſee his pride | 
Peep through each part of him; whence has he that, 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard, | 
Or has giv'n all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himſelf. 
Buck. Why the devil, | 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o'th* King, t' appoint | i 
Who ſhould attend him? he fake up the file A 
Of all the gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as great a charge as little honour == 
He meant to lay upon: And his own letter f 
(The honourable board of council out) 


Ax Muſt 
b ns rudiment er beginning. 4 
) f kergh, from the Italian Caicchio, /igniFyng 4 Tub, Barrel, 
| er Hogſhead, Skinner, | 
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| Muſt fetch in him he * papers. 
Aber . I do know Wo: | 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, that haye 
By this ſo ſicken'd their eſtates, that never | - = 
| They ſhall abaund as formerly. = 
| Buck, O many | = . 1 
Have broke their backs with laying mannors on em = 
] For this great journey. What did this great vanity, = * 
But miniſter communication of ® 
| A moſt poor iſſue ? 1 
Nor. Grievingly, I think, 1 
The peace between the French and us, not values . 
| The coſt that did conclude it. 1 
| Buck. Every Man, | B 
| After the hideous ſtorm that follow'd, was 1 
| A thing infpir'd ; and not conſulting, broke Bs 
Into a general propheſie ; that this tempeſt, \ 
Daſhing the garment of this peace, aboaded 
The ſudden breach on't. | | PE 
; Nor. Which is budded out : 4 
| For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath attach'd #7 
| Our merchants goods at Bourdeaux. is A 
Aber. Is it therefore 0 
Tb' ambaſſador is ſilenc'd ? | EE 
Nor. Marry 1s't. N 
Aber. A proper title of a peace, and purchas'd = N 
At a ſuperfluous rate ! | | * O 
Buck, Why, all this buſineſs | 
Our rev'rend Cardinal carry'd, _ 
Nor. Like it your Grace, | e 
| The ſtate takes notice of the private difference  __ 
N Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I adviſe you N 
| (And take it from a heart that wiſhes you N 
N Honour and plenteous ſafety) that you read 1 
The Cardinal's malice and his potency BY 
Together : to conſider further, that 1 
What A 
* he papers, 4 verb; His own letter, By bis own fingle antho- 1 hes 
rity, and without the concurrence of the Council, muſt fetch in Him A 
whom he papers down, I don't underſtand it, unleſs this be 
| the meaning. 5 
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King HENRY VIII. 9 
What his high hatred would affect, wants not 
A miniſter in his pow'r. You know his nature, 
That he's revengeful; and I know his ſword 
Hath a ſharp edge: it's long, aud't may be ſaid, 
It reaches far; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Boſom.up my counſel, 
You'll find it wholſome. Lo, where comes that rock 
That I adviſe your ſhunning. 


SCENE E 


Enter Cardinal Wolſey, the purſe born before him, cer- 
tain of the guard, and two ſecretaries with papers 5 
the Cardinal in his paſſage fixeth his eye on Bucking- 
ham, and Buckingham on him, both full of diſdain. 


ol. The Duke of Buckinzham's ſurveyor? ha + 
Where's his examination? | 
Secr. Here, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mol. Is he in perſon ready: 
Secr, Ay, an't pleaſe your Grace, 
Wol, Well, we ſhall then know more, 
And Buckingham ſhall leflen this big look. | 
| [Exeunt Cardinal and his train. 
Buck, This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and 1 
Have not the pow'r to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his ſlumber, A beggar's book 
Out-worths a noble's blood, 
Nor. What, are you chaf d? | 
Ask God for temperance, that's th' appliance only 


Which your diſeaſe requires. 


Buck, 1 read in's looks 
Matter againſt me, and his eye revil'd 
Me as his abject object; at this inſtant 
He bores me with ſome trick, he's gone to th' King: 
I'il follow and ou:-ſtare him. 

Nor, Stay, my lord, 
And let your reaſon with your choler queſtion 
W hat *tis you go about, To climb ſteep hills 
Requires ſlow pace at firſt, Anger is like 
A tull-hot horſe, who being allow'd his way, 


As Self- 
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Self-mettle tires him: Not a man in England 
Can adviſe me, like you: be to your ſelf 
As you would to your friend. 

Buck, I'll to the King, 
And from a mouth of honour quite cry dow 
This Ipſwich fellow's inſolence, or proclaim 
There's diff 'rence in no perſons. 

Nor. Be advis'd ; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe ſo hot 
That it do ſinge your ſelf, We may out- run, 
By violent ſwiftneſs, that which we run at; 
And loſe by over- running: know you not, 
The fire that mounts the liquor 'till't run o' er, 
In ſeeming to augment it, waſtes it: be 
Advis'd I ſay again, there is no Engliſh 
Soul ſtronger to direct you than your ſelf, 
If with the ſap of reaſon you would quench, 
Or but allay the fire of paſſion. 

Buck, Sir, 


I'm thankful to you, and 1'll go along 


By your preſcription ; but this top- proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From fincere motions ;- by intelligence 
And prrofs as clear as founts in July, when 
We ſee each grain of grayel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treaſonous, 
Nor. Say not, treaſonous. 
Buck. * th' King I'll ſay't, and make my vouch as 
ron | 
As ſhore of _ attend, This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both (for he is equal rav'nous 
As he is ſubtle, and as prone to miſchief. 
As able to perform't) his mind and place 
Infecting one another; yea, reciprocally, 
Only to ſhew his pomp, -as well in France 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our maſter 
To this laſt coſtly treaty, th' interview, 
That ſwallow'd ſo much treaſure, and like a glaſs 
Did break ith” rinſing. | 
Nor. Faith, and ſo it did. 
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Buck. Pray give me favour, Sir —— this cunning 
Cardinal | 


The articles o' th* combination drew 

As himſelf pleas'd; and they were ratify'd 

As he cry'd, let it be — to as much end. 
As give a crutch to th' dead. But our Court- Cardinal 
Has done this, and 'tis well — for worthy Wolſey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 

To th'old dam, treaſon) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt, 

(For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 

To whiſper Wolſey) here makes viſitation ; 

His fears were, that the interview betwixt 

England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him ſome prejudice; for from this league 
Peep'd harms that menac'd him. He privily 


Deals with our Cardinal, and as I trow, - 


Which 1 do well — for I am ſure the Emperor 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his ſuit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made, 
And pay'd with gold; the Emp'ror thus deſir'd, 
That he would pleaſe to alter the King's courſe, 
And break the foreſaid peace. Let the King know, 
(As ſoon he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am ſorry. 


| To hear this of him; and could wiſh you were 


Something miſtaken in't. 

Buck, No, not a ſyllable: 
I do pronounce him in that very ſhape 
He ſhall appear in proof. 


Enter Brandon, a ſerjeant at arms before him; and 
two or three of the guard. E 
Bran. Your office, Serjeant ; execute it. 


| Serj. 
b count, ; l 
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My lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl | xz 


To plead mine innocence; for that dye is on me, 
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Serj. Sir, | 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arreſt thee of high treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt Sov'reign King. 

Buck, Lo you, my lord, 
The net has fall'n upon me; I ſhall per 
Under device and practice. . 

Bran, I am ſorr 1 
To ſee you ta'en Cam liberty, to look on 
The buſineſs preſent, Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
You ſhall to th' Tower. | 

Buck, It will help me nothing 


Which makes my whit'ſt part black. The will of heav'n 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. 
O my lord Aberganny, fare ye well. 

Bran, Nay, he muſt bear you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aber. As the Duke ſaid, | | 
The will of heav'n be done, and the King's pleaſur- 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 


The King, t'attach lord Mantague, and the bodies = ( 
Of the Duke's confeſſor, John de la Car, = - 
And Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. Ne 
Buck. So, ſo; 8 Th 
Theſe are the limbs o'th' plot: no more, I hope! Ke 
Bran. A monk o' th” Chartreux. =o 
Buck, Nicholas Hopkins e : | Th 
Bran. He. | | 2 No 
Buck, My ſurveyor is falſe, the o'er-great Cardinal Th 
Hath ſhew'd him gold; my life is ſpann'd already: Of 
I am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham, * 21 
Whoſe figure ev'n this mſtant cloud puts oh, 8 
By dark'ning my clear ſun, My lorg, farewel. [ Exe. 1 Fs 
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SCENE IV. 


Cornet, Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinals 
ſhoulder ; the Nobles and Sir Thomas Lovel; the 
Cardinal places himſelf under the King's feet, on his 
right ſide. 


King. Y life it ſelf, and the beſt heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care: I ſtood 
ith' level | 
Oka full charg'd confed'racy, and give thanks 
> To you that choak'd it. Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's in perſon, 
VII hear him his confeſſions juſtifie, 
And point by point the treaſons of his maſter 
He ſhall again relate. 


2 
8 


A noiſe, with crying, Room for the Queen, Uſher'd by 

the Duke of Norfolk, Enter the Queen, Norfolk and 
Suffolk ; ſhe kneels. The King riſeth from his ſlats, 
takes her up, kiſſes and placeth her by him, 


Queen. Nay, we muſt longer kneel, I am a ſuitor, 
King. Ariſe,and take place by us; half your ſuit 
Never name to us; you have half our power: 
The other moiety ere you ask is given; 
Repeat your will and take it. 
Queen. Thank your Majeſty, by 
That you would love your ſelf, and in that love 
Not unconſider'd leave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 
EKing. Lady mine, proceed. . 
Queen. 1 am ſollicited, not by a few, 
. And thoſe of true condition, that your ſubjects 
5 Are in great grievance. There have been commiſſions 
Sent down among 'em, which have flaw'd the heart 
E Pl all their loyalties; wherein although [ Io Wolſey. 
27, 05 
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Under your. promis d pardon,. The ſubjects grief 


14. King HEN RVM VIII. 
(My good lord Cardinal) they vent reproaches 
Moſt bitterly on you as putter on 


Of theſe exactions, yet the King our maſter 
(Whoſe. honour heav'n ſhield from ſoil) eſcapes not 


Language. unmannerly; yea ſuch which breaks 


The ſides of loyalty, and almoſt appears 
In loud rebellion. 
Nor. Not almoſt appears, 
It doth appear; for upon theſe taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The ſpinſters, carders, fullers, weavers, who 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger 
And lack of other means, in deſp'rate manner 
Daring th' event to th' teeth, are all in uproar, . 
And danger ſerves among them, 
King. Taxation? 
Wherein ?-and what taxation? my lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
Know you of this taxation? 
Wol. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
I know but of a 3 in ought 
Pertains to th' ſtate, and front but in that file 
Where others tell ſteps with me. 
Queen, No, my lord, 
You know no more than others: but you frame 


Things that are known alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt: 


Perforce be their acquaintance, . Theſe exactions 
(Whereof my Sov'raign would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilent to th' hearing; and to bear em, 
The back is facrifice to th” load; they ſay, 
They are devis'd by you, or elſe you ſullar 
Too hard an exclamation. ES 

King. Still exaction! 
The nature of it, in what kind let's know 
In this exaction? 


Queen. I am much too vent'rous | 


In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd 
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Comes through commiſſions, which compel from each 
The ſixth part of his ſubſtance, to be levy'd 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam'd your wars in France. This makes bold mouths; . 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and: cold hearts freeze- 
Allegiance in them; all their curſes now | 
Eive where their pray'rs did; and it's come to paſs, 
That tractable obedience is a ſlave 
To each incenſed will. 1 would your Highneſs. 
Would give it quick conſideration, for. 
There is no primer baſeneſs.. 

King. By my life, 
This is againſt our pleaſure. 
| ol. And for me, | 
J have no further gone in this, than by 
A ſingle voice, and that not paſt me but 
By learned approbation of the judges, | 
If I'm traduc'd by tongues, which neither know. 
My faculties nor perſon, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing; let me ſay, 
Tis but the fate of place; and the rough brake 
That virtue muſt go through: we muſt not ſtint 
Our neceſſary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious cenfſures ; which ever, 
As rav'nous fiſhes do a veſle] follow 
That is new trimm'd; but beneftt no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt;. 


By ſick interpreters, or weak ones, is 


Not ours, or . 1 : EO as oft - 
Hitting a groſſer quality, is ery'd u 
For = beſt ac: if we Rand Rl, fear 
Our motion will be mock'd or carped at, 
We ſhonld take root here where we ſit: 
Or ſit ſtate-ſtatues only. | | 

King. Things done well 8 81 
And with a care, exempt themſelves from ſear: 
Things done without example, in their iſſue 


Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 


Of this commiſſion ? I believe not any. 
We muſt not rend our ſubjects from our laws, 180 
Our laut | Atd 


ys 
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And ſtick them in our will. Sixth part of each! 
A trembling contribution hy we take 
From ev'ry tree, lop, bark, and part o'th' timber: 
And though we leave it with a root thus hackt, 
The air will drink the ſap. To ev'ry country 
Where this is queſtion'd, ſend our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd. 
The force of this commiſſion; pray look to't, 
I put it to your care. 5 
Wol. A word with you. [To the Seeretary. 


Let there be letters writ to ev'ry ſhire 
Of the King's grace and pardon : The griey'd commons 


Hardly conceive of me; let it be nois'd, 

That through our interceſſion, this revokement 

And pardon comes; I ſhall anon adviſe you 

Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary, 


SCENE V. 
Enter Surveyor, 


Queen. I'm ſorry that the Duke of Buckingham 


Is run in your diſpleaſure. 

King. It grieves many; 
The gentleman is learn'd, a moſt rare ſpeaker, 
To nature none more bound, his training ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great teachers, 
And never ſeek for aid out of himſelf. 


Yet ſee, when noble benefits ſhall prove 


Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt,. 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man ſo „ 
Who was enroll'd *'mongſt wonders, and when we 
Almoſt with liſt'ning raviſh'd, could not find | 
His hour of ſpeech, a minute; he, my lady, 

Hath into monſtrous habits put the graces 

That once were his, and is become as black 

As if beſmear'd in hel], Sit, you fhall hear 

(This was his gentleman in truſt) of him 

Things to ſtrike honour ſad. Bid him recount 


To-fore-recited practices, whereof 


. 
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Should without iſſue die, he'd carry't ſo 
To make the ſcepter his. Theſe very words 


King HENRY VIII. 17 


We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 1 
ol. Stand forth, and with bold ſpirit relate, what you, 
Moſt like a careful ſubject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. FR 
- King. Speak freely. Fe 
Surv. Firſt, it was uſual with him, ev'ry day 
It would effect his ſpeech, that if the King 


- 


I've heard him utter to his ſon-in-law, = 
Lord Aberganny, to whom by oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the Cardinal], 

Mol. Pleaſe your Highneſs, note 
His dangerous conception in this point, | 
Not friended by his wiſh to your high perſon, 
His will is moſt malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyond you to your l. ä 

Queen. My learn'd lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. | 

King. Speak on; . 
How grounded he his title to the crown _ | 
Upon our fail? to this point haſt thou heard him 


« 


At any time ſpeak ought? 


Surv, He was brought to this, 

By a vain propheſie of Nicolas Hopkins. 

King. What was that Hopkins ? 

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux Friar,” 

His confeſſor, who fed him ev'ry minute 
With words of Sov'reignty. 

King. How know'ſt thou this ? 

Surv, Not long before your Highneſs ſped to Franc? 
The Duke being at the Roſe, within the pariſh 
St. Lawrence Poultrey, did of me demand 
What was the ſpeech among the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey? I reply'd, 

Men fear'd the French would prove perfidious 
To the King's danger : preſently the Duke 
Said, *twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted 
"'T would prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, ſays he, 


- 


Hath 
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Hath fent to me, wiſhing me to permit . 
John de la Car my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of ſome moment: 
Who (after under the commiſſion's ſeal 
He ſolemnly had ſworn that what he ſpoke 
My chaplain to no creature living but 
To me ſhould utter) with demure confidence 
Thus pauſingly enſu'd; Neither the King, nor's heirs 
(Tell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid him ſtrive 
To gain the love o'th' commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England | 
Veen. If I know you well, -” 
You were the Duke's ſurveyor, and loft your office 
On the complaint o*th' tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your ſpleen a noble * . 
And ſpoil your noble Toul, I ſay take heed = 
Yes, heartily I beſeech ou. | 2 
King. Let him bn. 3 
Go forward. | 
Surv, On my ſoul, 1'll ſpeak but truth _ 
J told my lord the Duke, by th' devil's illuſions | 
The Monk might be deceiv'd, and that *twas dang*rous 
For him to ruminate on this, until 
It forg'd him ſome deſign, (which, 1 
It was much like to do) he anſwer'd, Tu 
It can do me no damage: adding further, 
That had the King in his laſt ſickneſs fail'd, 
The Cardinal's 4 Sir Thomas Lodell's heads 
Should have gone off. 
King. Ha! what, ſo rank? ah ha — | | 
There's miſchief in this man; can'ſt. thou ſay further? 
Surv. I can, my Liege. 
King. Proceed, 
Surv, Being at Greenwich, 
After your Highneſs had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blomer 
King. I remember | | 
Of ſuch a time, he being my ſworn ſervant, 
The Duke retain'd him his. But on; what hence? 
Surv. If, quoth he, 1 for this had been committed, 


__— 
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As to the Tower, I thought; I would have plaid 
The part my father meant to act upon 
Th' uſurper Richard, who being at Salisbury. 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which, if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty) would | 
Have put his knife into him. 
King. A giant traitor ! 7 
Wol. Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom, 
And this man out of priſon ? 
Queen, God mend all. | 
King. There's ſomething more would out of thee 
what ſay'ft ? | 
Surv. After the Duke his father with the knife, 
He ftretch'd him, and with one hand on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible oath, whoſe tenour 
Was, were he evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance' 
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King. There's his period, 
To ſheath his knife in us: he is attach'd, 
Call him to preſent tryal; if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his; if none, 
Let him not ſeek't of us: by day and night 
He's traitor to the height, [Exennt., 
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SCENE VI. | 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 


Chamb. I S't poſſible the ſpells of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange myſteries? 

Sands, New cuſtoms, | 
Though they be never ſo ridiculous, 
Nay let 'em be unmanly yet are follow'd. 

Cham. As far as I ſee, all the good our Engliſh 
Have got by the laſt voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or two o'th' face, but they are ſhrewd ones; 
For when they hold 'em, you would ſwear directly 

| Theie.- 
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Their very noſes had been counſellors 
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep ſtate ſo. 
Sands, They've all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it, | 
(That never ſaw 'em pace before) the ſpavin 
And ſpring-halt reign'd among 'em. | 
Cham, Death! my lord, 
Their clothes are after ſuch a pagan cut too, | 
That ſure they've worn out Chriſtendom: how now } 
What news Sir Thomas Lovell? 


Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 


Lov. *Faith, my lord, 1 
J hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the court - gate. 

Cham, W hat is't for? 

Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk and tailors. 

Cham. I'm glad 'tis there ; now I would pray out 

Monſieurs ä 

To think an Engliſh courtier may be wiſe, 
And never ſee the. Louvre. | 

Lov. They muſt either 
(For ſo run the conditions) leave thoſe remnants 
Of fool and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works 
Abuling better men than they can be 
Out of a foreign wiſdom, clean renouncing 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall ſtockings, 
Short bolſter'd breeches, and thoſe types of travel, 
And underſtand again like honeſt men — 
Or pack to their old play-fellows ; there, I take it, 
They may, cum privilegio, wear away - 
The lag-end of their lewdneſs, and belaugh'd at. 

Sands. 'Tis time to give them phy ſick, their diſeaſes 
are grown ſo catching. 
Cham. What a lof; our ladies 
Will have of theſe trim yanities? 


Lov. Ay marr | 
5 : * q There 
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There will be woe indeed, lords; the fy whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding trick to lay down ladies: 
A French ſong and a fiddle has no fellow. | 
Sands. The devil fiddle em; l'm glad they're going, 
fror ſure there's no converting em: now Sirs, 
An honeſt country lord, as 1 am, beaten 
Along time out of play, may bring his plain ſang, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by'r lady 
Held current muſick too. | 
= Cham. Well faid, lord Sands, 
2 Your colt's tooth is not caſt yet? 
Sands. No, my lord, þ 
Nor ſhall not, while 1 haye a lump. -1 
Cham. Sir Thomas, | 
Whither are you going? 
Tov. To the Cardinal's; 
Tour. lordſhip is a gueſt too. 
| Cham. O, tis true; : 
This night he makes a ſupper, and a great one, | 
To many lords and ladies; there will be 1 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll aſſure you. Th 
Tov. The churchman bears a bounteous mind indeed; 
hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us, 
is dew falls ev'ry where. | 
Cham. No doubt, he's noble; 
e had a black mouth that ſaid other of him. ; 
Sands. He may, my lord, h'as wherewithal in him; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe ſin than ill doctrine. 
Men of his way ſhould be moſt liberal, 
They're ſet here for examples. ; 
Cham. True, they are ſo; f 
But few now give ſo great ones: my barge ſtays; li 
Four m— ſhall along: come, good Sir Thomas, i 
We ſhall be late elſe, which I would not be, f 
For l was ſpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford, 
This 1 to be comptrollers. 

= Sands, I'm your lordſhip's. Exeunt. 
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Salutes ye all: this night he dedicates 


My lord Sands, you tre one will keep em waking; 
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SCENE VII. | 
Hautboys. A ſmall table under a ſtate for the Cardi- | 
nal, a longer table for the gueſts, Then enter Anne 
Bullen, and divers other ladies and gentlemen, as © 
gueſts, at one door; at another door enter Sir Henry | 
Guilford. | | 


Guil. Ladies, a general welcome from his 


grace 


To fair content and you: none here he hopes, 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her | £ 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry, IF 
As, firſt, good company, good wine, good welcome, |: 
Can make good people. 5 | 3 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Lovell. 


O my lord, y'are tardy ; 
The very thoughts of this fair company 
Clap'd wings te me. | 
Cham. You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sand. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should find a running banquet ere they reſted; 
I think would better pleaſe em: by my life, 
They are a ſweet ſaciety of fair ones | = | 
Lov, O that your lordſhip were but now confeſſor Sy, 
To one or two of theſe. 3 
Sands. I would J were, 
They ſhould find eaſie penance, 
Lov. Faith, how eaſy? 
Sands. As eaſy as a down bed would afford it. 1 
Cham. Sweet ladies; will it pleaſe you ſit: Sir Harry, 
Place you that ſide, I'll take the charge of this: 9 
His grace is entring; nay you muſt not freeze: 
Two women plac'd together make cold weather: 


Pray ſit between theſe ladies. 
Sands. By my faith, 6 i 
And thank your lordſhip. By your leave ſweet —_— ; 3 
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If 1 chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: 

1 had it from my father. HE 

Anne. Was he mad, Sir? | 1 

* Sands. O very mad, exceeding mad in love too; 

nut he would bite none; juſt as I do now, 

He'd kiſs you twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well ſaid, my lord: 

580 now y'are fairly ſeated : gentlemen, _ 

FThe penance lyes on you, if theſe fair ladies 

Paſs away frowning. 

155 Sands. For my little cue, 

Let me alone. 

Hlautbeys. Enter Cardinal Molſey, and takes 
5 | his ſtate, | 


wal. Yare welcome, my fair gueſts; that noble lady 
3 - 
Or gentleman that is not freely merry | 
Is not my friend. This to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all good health. 
Sands. Your Grace is noble: 
Let me have fuch a bowl: may hold my thanks, 
and ſave me fo much talking. 1 
Wol. My lord Sands, 85 
I am beholden to you; cheer your neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry; gentlemen, 
| W boſe fault is this? 
nfo Sands. The red Wine firſt muſt riſe 
ONteNOTF In their fair cheeks, my lord, then we ſhall have em 
Talk us. to ſilence: 9 
Anne. Youre a m er, 
My lard Sands. nn, 
. Sands. Les, 8 2 TY 2 play, 
it. Here's to your lady ſnip, and pledge it, madam: 
Harry, For 'tis to Nach a chin 4 | - i 
PN Anne. You. cannot ſhew me. | | 
4 Sands. Itold your 0 that they would talk anon, 
wi FM Drum and. trumpets, chambers diſcharged. 
king; TFT wo. What that? ai ee 
bam. Look. out there, ſome. of ye. 
t — 1 Ba Viz wailike voice, 
It 3 


And 
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And to what end is this? nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war y'are privileged. 


Enter a Servant. 


Cham. How now, what ts't ? 
Ser. A noble troop of ſtrangers, „„ 
For ſo they ſeem, have left their barge, and landed, 
And hither make, as great ambaſſadors 
From foreign Princes | 

Wol. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give em welcome; you can ſpeak the French 

tongue, 
And pray receive 'em nobly, and conduct em 
Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty 
Shall ſhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 
[All ariſe, and tables removed. 

You've now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it, 
A good digeſtion to you all; and once more 


I ſhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all. 7 
Hautboys, Enter King and others as maskers, habited * 


like Shepherds, uſher'd by the Lord Chamberlain, They You 
paſs directly before the Cardinal, and gracefully ſalute | 
him. | : 


A noble company! what are their pleaſures? 
Char, Becauſe they ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they pray'd 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this ſo noble and ſo fair a _— | | 
This night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 
Out of the great reſpect they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks, and under your fair conduct 
Crave leave to view theſe ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with 'em. 
Wol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, By 
They've done my poor houſe grace: for which I pay 
em : 

A thouſand thanks, and pray 'em take their pleaſures. 
| [Chuſe ladies, King and Anne Bullen. 
King. The faireſt hand I ever touch'd! O beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee, [ Muſick. * 
. | Wot, 


l. 
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Wol. My lord. 
Cham. Your Grace? 
I Wel. Pray tell 'em thus much from me: 
There ſhould be one amongſt em by his perſon 
More worthy this place than my ſelf, to whom, 
If] but knew him, with my love and duty 
1 would ſurrender it. | [whiſper, 
Cham. I will, my lord. 

Wol. What ſay they? 
3 Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs, 
phere is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 
= Tl, Let me fee then: 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here I'll make 
My royal choice. ; 
= Xing. You've found him, Cardinal: 
Lou hold a fair aſſembly : you do well, lord. 
lou are a church-man, or 1'll tell you, Cardinal, 
22 1 ſhould judge you unhappily, 
ol. l am glad 
Your Grace is grown ſo pleaſant. 
Eing. My lord Chamberlain, 


_ Pry'thee come hither, what fair lady's that ? 


Cham. An't pleaſe your Grace, Sir Thomas Bullen's 
+. | daughter, 

& (The Viſcount Rochford, one of her Highneſs' women. 
== Xing. By heaven ſhe's a dainty one: ſweet heart, 
l were unmannerly to take you out, ba, Anne Bullen. 


And not to kiſs you. A health, gentlemen, 


Let it go round. | 
wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
Ich“ privy chamber? | 
Tov. Yes, my lord. 


vc 5 


OF I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 


4 — I Lead in your ladies every one: ſweet partner, 
1 muſt not yet forſake you; let's be merry, 
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Good my lord Cardinal : I have a dozen healths 


To drink to theſe fair ladies, and a meaſure 
To lead them once again, and then let's dream 
Who's beſt in fayour. Let the muſick knock it. 


BZ _ * 


Exeunt with Trumpets. 
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ACT 1 SCENT L 


Enter tus Gentlemen at ſeveral Doors. 


1 GENTLEMAN. 


HIT HER away ſo faſt? 


2 Gen, O Sir, God fave ye: 


ome 


; Ev'n to the hall, to hear what ſhall be- 


c 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 
1 Gen, I'll fave you | 


That labour, Sir, 


| the ceremony 
bringing back the pris'ner. 


Gen, Were you there? 
Gen. Yes indeed was I. 


Gen. 
Gen. 
Gen. 


Gen. Yes, truly is 
I'm ſorry for't. 
So are a number more. 
But pray how paſt it? 
1 Gen. I'll tell you in a little. 


Gen. 
Gen. 
Cen. 


You ma 


All's no 


w done, but 


Pray ſpeak what has happen'd? 
y gueſs quickly what. 

Is he found guilty ? | | 
e, and condemn'd upon't. 


The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accuſations | 
He pleaded ſtill not guilty, and alledg'd : 


Many ſharp reaſons to defeat the law. 


The King's Attorney, on the contrary, - 


Urg'd on examinations, proofs, confellions © 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke deſir'd 
To have brought viva voice to his Face; 
At which appear'd againſt him, his ſurveyor, 
dir Gilbert Pecke his chancellor, and John Ci 
2X Confeſlor to him, with that devil monk 
Hopkins, that made this miſchief, 

2 Gen. That was he 8 
That fed him with his prophecies. 

1 Gen, The ſame. 3 
All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not: 
And ſo bis peers upon this evidence 
Have found him guilty of high treaſon, Much 
He ſpoke, and learnedly for life; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. | 

2 Gen, After all this, how did he bear himſelf? 
1 hor When he was brought again to th' bar, te 
8 hear | 
2} His knell rung out, his judgment, he was ſtirr'd 
With ſuch an agony, he ſweat extremely, 
And ſomething ſpoke in choler, ill and haſty; 
But he fell to himſelf again, and ſweetly 


27 


. 


Ia all the reſt ſhew'd a moſt noble patience. 


ut 2 Gen, I do not think he fears death, 

1 Gen. Sure he does not, | 
He never was ſo womaniſh; the cauſe 
le may a little grieve at. | 
2 Gen, Certainly, 
he Cardinal is the end of this, 

1 Gen, Tis likely, 

; By all conjectures: firſt Kildare's attainder, 

. Then deputy of Ireland; who remov'd, 
Far Surrey was ſent thither, and in haſte too, 
pFeſt he ſhould help his father. 

21 Gen. That trick of ſtate 
© Vas a deep envious one. 
1 Gen. At his return, 
No doubt he will requite it; this is noted, 
2X And gen'rally, who-eyer the King favours, 
The Cardinal inſtantly will find employment for, 


ITY 
3 x" 


2 
Lot 


wy = 8 Y Lo 
* 2 +] ” 
2 8 ard 1 SR. 
i 5 
2 4 2 9 y 
8 7 5 , 4 
ö * * 
2 1 Z 
* — 


28 King HE NAI VIII. 


And far enough from court too. 

2 Gen. All the commons | | 
Hate him perniciouſly, and o* my conſcience 
Wiſh him ten fathom deep: this Duke as much _ 

They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courteſie | | | 


SCENE II. 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, Tipſtaves be» 
fore him, the Axe with the edge towards him. Hal. 
| berds on each ſide, accompanied with Sir Thomas 
Lovel, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Walter Sands, and com- 
mon People, &cc. - 


1 Gen. Stay there, Sir, 

And ſee the noble ruin'd Man you ſpeak of, 
2 Gen, Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. 
Buck, All good People, 

You that thus far have come to pity me, 

Hear what I ſay, and then go home and loſe me: 

I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment, 

And by that name muſt die; yet heay'n bear witneſs, 

And if I have a conſcience let it ſink me 

Even as the axe falls, if 1 be not faithful. 

To th' lav I bear no malice for my death, 

T has done, upon the Premiſes, but Juſtice : 

But thoſe that ſought it, I could wiſh more chriſtians ; 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive em; 

Yet let em look they glory not in miſchief, 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men; 
For then, my guiltleſs blood muſt cry againſt em. 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that loy'd me; 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, + 
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leaye 
Is only bitter to him, only dying ; 

Go with me like good Angels to my end, 

And as the long divorce of ſteel falls on me, 
Make of your, prayers one ſweet ſacrifice, 


And 
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Let I am richer than my baſe acculers, 


ro 
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Þ Ever beloy'd and loving may his rule be; 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Z Goodneſs and he fill up one monument. | 


Lov, To th' water-ſide I muft conduct your Grace, 


Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
FT Who undertakes you to your end. 


Vaux. Prepare there, 


i } The Duke is coming: fe the barge: be ready, 
And fit it with ſuch furniture as ſuits 


That never knew what truth meant; I now ſeal it; 
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And with that blood will make em one day groan for't, 


5 5 My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
7548 Who firſt rais'd head againſt uſupping Richard, 
Flying for ſuccour to his ſervant Baniſter, 


Being diſtreſs'd, was by that wretch betray'd, 


And without tryal fell; God's peace be with him! 
Henry the Sev'nth ſucceeding, truly pitying | 


& My father's loſs, like a moft royal Prince 
Keſtor'd to me my honours; and from ruins, 
nd Made my name once more noble. Now his ſon; 
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Henry the Eight, à name, honour, life, and all 


That make me happy, at one ſtroak has taken 
For ever from the world, 1 had my tryal, 


And muſt needs ſay, a noble one; which makes me, 


A little bappier than my wretched father: 

Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both 

Fell by our ſervants, by thoſe men we lov'd. 

A moſt unnatural and faithleſs ſervice! * 
Heav'n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 


This from a dying man receive as certain; 


Where you are lib'ral of your loves and counſels, 
Be ſure you be not looſe; thoſe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again,. 
But where they mean to ſink ye. All good people 
Pray for me! I muſt leave ye; the laſt hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me: 
Parewel; and when you would ſay ſomething ſad, 
Speak how I fell —I've done; and God forgive me.. 
| Exeunt Buckingham and Train. 
1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls, 
J fear, too many curſes on their heads, 
That were the authors, 
2 Gen. If the Duke be guiltleſs, 
'Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enſuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. | 
1 Gen. Good angels keep it from us: 
What may it be; you do not doubt my faith, Sir? 
2 Gen, This ſecret is ſo weighty, twill require 
A ſtcong faith to conceal it. 
1 Gen. Let me have it; 
I do not talk much, 
2 Gen. I am confident; 
You ſhall, Sir; did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing of a ſeparation . | 
Between the King and Karh'rine? 
1 Gen. Yes, but it held not; 


* life, honour, name, and all, 
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For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtrait 
Jo ſtop the rumour, and allay thoſe tongues | 
That durſt diſperſe it. 

5 2 Gen. But that ſlander, Sir, 

1s found a truth now; for it grows again 

3X Freſher than e'er it was, and held for certain 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or ſome about him near, have (out of malice 
To the * Queen) poſſeſs'd him with a ſcruple 
That will undo her: to confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeins is arriv'd, and lately, 

As all think for this buſineſs. 

I Gen. Tis the Cardinal; 

And meerly to revenge him on the Emperor, 
For not beſtowing on him, at his asking, 

The Arch-biſhoprick of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 
286 en. I think you have hit the mark; but is't not cruel, 
That ſhe ſhould feel the ſmart of this? the Cardinal 
„Woll have his will, and fhe muſt. fall. 

”,: i 1 Gen, 'Tis woful, 
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Po Wie are too open here to argue this : 
Let's think in private more. [ Exeunt; 
g DIPS e 
: SCE ME Ih 
1 Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter. 
$ M* lord, the horſes your lordſhip ſent for, with all 
1 the care I had 1 ſaw well choſen, ridden, and fur- 
niſh'd. They were young and handſome, and of the beſt 
breed in the North. When they were ready to ſet out for 
London, a man of my lord Cardinal's, by commiſſion 
1 and main power took em from me, with this reaſon; 
his maſter would be ſerv'd before a ſubject, if not before 
= te King, which ſtopp'd our months, Sir. wy 
1 fear he will indeed; well, let him have them; he 
will have all, I think, 

or | B 4 Enter 
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Suffolk, 


Nor, Well met, my Lord Chamberlain, 

Cham, Good day to both your Graves, 

Suf. How is the King employ'd? | 

Cham. I left him private, 
Full of ſad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What's the cauſe? | 

Cham. It ſeems the marriage with his brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conſcience. | 

Suf No, his conſcience 
Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. Tis ſo; | 
This is the Cardinal's doing; the King-Cardinal : 
That blind prieſt, like the eldeſt ſon of fortune 


Suf. Pray God he do; he'll neyer know himſelf el 
Nor. How holily he works in all his buſineſs, 
I And with what zeal? for now he has crackt the league 
al *Tween us and th' Emperor, the Queen's great nephew: 
| He dives into the King's ſoul, and there ſcatters 
Doubts, dangers, wrin ing of the conſcience, 
Fears, and deſpair, and all theſe for his marriage; 
And out of all theſe to reſtore the King, | 
He counſels a divorce, a loſs of her 
That like a jewel has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loſt her luſtre; 
Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
That angels love good men with; even of her, 
That, when the greateſt ſtroke of fortune falls, 
Will bleſs the King; and is not this courſe pious? 
Cham, Heay'n keep me from ſuch counſel! tis moſt 
true, | | - 
Theſe news are ev'ry where, ev'ry tongue ſpeaks em, 
And ev'ry true heart weeps for't. All that dare 
Look into theſe affairs, ſee his main end, 
The French King's ſiſter. Heaven will one day open 
The ur: Eyes, that ſo long have ſlept upon 
This bold, bad man, 


Enter to the Lord Chamberlain the Dukes of Norfolk 42a ; | 


Turns what he liſt. The King will know him one 8 
e. 


1 


Xing HENRY VIII. 33. 
Suf. And free us from his ſlavery, 8 5 . 
Nor. We had need pray, and heartily, for deliy'rance ; 
oOr this imperious man will work us all 
From Princes into pa es; all mens honours 
"oh e 


Lie like one lump before him, to be faſhion'd 
*X Into what pitch he pleaſe. 

S.,. For me, my lords, | 
I love him not, nor fear. him, there's my creed # 


As 1 am made without him, ſo I'll ſtand, 

lt the King pleaſe : his curſes and his bleſſings 
Touch me alike; they're breath I not believe in. 
1 knew him, and I know him; ſo I leave him 


To him, that made him proud, the Pope. 
Nor, Let's in ; | x | 
And with ſome other buſineſs, put the King 


from theſe (ad thoughts that work too much upon him 
My lord, you'll bear us company? | 


Cham. Excuſe me, 

The King hath ſent me other- where: beſides 

You'll find a moſt unfit time to diſturb him: 
| Health to your lordſhips, [Exit Lord Chamberlain] 
Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers the King ſitting and 
reading pen ſively. 


Suf. How ſad he looks! ſure he is much affficted. 
King, Who's there? ha? 
Nor. Pray God he be not angry. 
King. Who's there, 1 ſay? how dare you thruſt 
pour ſelves 
Into my private meditations-? 
Who am I? ha? Ds | 
Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne'er meant, our breach of duty this way, 
I buſineſs of eſtate; in which we come | 
To know your royal pleaſure. 
King. Ye are too bold: 
Go to; I'll make ye know your times of buſineſs 2: 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha? 
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Enter Wolſey, and Campeius the Pope's Legat, 
with a Commiſſion, 


Who's there? my good Lord Cardinal? O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded conſcience; 
Thou art a cure fit for the King. You're welcome, * 
Moſt learned rev'rend Sir, into our kingdom, 
Uſe us, and it; my good lord; have great care 
I be not found a talker, : 

Wol, Sir, you cannot: | 
I would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conf ' rence. 8 

King. We are buſie; go. 

Nor. This prieſt has no pride in him? 

Suf. Not to ſpeak of: | 
I would not be fo ſick though, for his place: 
But this cannot continue, 

Nor. If it do, 
I'll venture one heave at him. 
Suff. I another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk 

Wol. Your Grace has giv'n a precedent of wiſdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely | 
Your ſcruple to the voice of Chriſtendom : 
Who can be angry now? what enyy reach you? 
The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her, 
Muſt now confeſs, if they have any goodneſs, 
The tryal juſt and noble, All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones in chriſtian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices. Rome, the nurſe of judgment, 
Invited by your noble ſelf, hath ſent | 
One gen'ral tongue unto us, this good man, 
This juſt and learned prieſt, Cardinal Campeins, 
Whom once more I preſent unto your Highneſs.” 

King. And once more in mine arms I bid him welcome; 
And thank the holy conelaye for their loyes, 
They've ſent me ſuch a man I would have wiſh'd for. 

: Com, Your Grace muſt needs deſerve all ſtrangers 

Oves, 
Lou are ſo noble: to your Highneſs' hand 
1 tender my commiſſion; by whole virtue, : 
(The 


* 
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(rhe court of Rome commanding) you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me, their ſervant, 
In the impartial judging of this buſineſs, 

King. Two equal men: the Queen ſhall be acquainted - 
Forthwith for what you come, Where's Gardiner? 
| Wol, I know your Majeſty has always loy'd her 

| So dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of leſs place might ask by law, 

Scholars allow'd freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay and the beſt, ſhe ſhall have: and my favour 
To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 

I find him a fit fellow. 


Euter Gardiner, 


Wol, Give me your hand; much joy and fayour to you 
You are the King's now, | . 

Gard. Bnt to be commanded 
Fog ever by your Grace, whoſe hand has rais'd me. 

King. Come hither, Gardiner. Vallis and whiſpers, - 

Cam, My lord of Yori, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him? 

Wol. Yes, he was. 

Camb. Was he not held a learned man? 

Wol. Yes, ſurely, 

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpread then 
Ev'n of your ſelf, lord Cardinal. 

Wol. How? of me? = 

Cam. They will not ſtick to ſay you envy'd him 
And fearing he would rife, he was ſo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man till; which ſo griev'd him; 
That he ran mad and dy'd. 

Wol, Heav'n's peace be with him! 
That'gghriſtian care enough: for living murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool, 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow, 
> If 1 command him, follows my appointment; 
I will have none ſo near elſe, Learn this, brother, 


We live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons, 


King | 
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King. Deliver this with modeſty to th' Queen 

[Exit Gardiner. 

The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 

For ſuch receit of learning, is Black- Fryars: 

There ye ſhall meet about this weighty buſineſs. 

My Wolſey, ſee it furniſh'd. O my lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man to leave 

So ſweet a bedfellow ? but conſcience, conſcience — 

O *tis a tender place, and I muſt leave her, ¶EKxeunt. 


— 


8 W E NV. 


Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 
Anne. Mo I for that neither here's the pang 
that pinches. | 

Mis Highneſs liv'd ſo long with her, and ſhe 

So good a lady, that no tongue could eyer 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my life, 

She never knew harm-doing : oh, now after 

So many courſes of the ſun enthron'd, 

Still grown in a majeſty and pomp, 
The which to leave, a thouſand-fold more bitter 
Than ſweet at firſt t'acquire. After this proceſs, 
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 

Would move a monſter. | 

Old L. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. In God's will, better WY 
She ne'er had known pomp; though't be temporal,. 
Yet if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, *tis a ſuff*rance panging 
As ſoul and body's fev'ring,. "if 

Old L. Ah poor lady, | ; 

She's ſtranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 
Muft pity drop upon her; verily 
I ſwear 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 


* 


Than 
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Than to be perk'd up a in a gliſt ring grief, 
nd wear a golden ſorrow. | 
bold IL. Our content 
s our beſt having. 
Anne. By my troth and maidenhead, 
l would not be a Queen. 
Old L. Beſhrew me, I would, 
And venture maidenhead for't; and ſo would you, 
For all this ſpice of your hypocriſie; | 
Lou that have ſo fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman's . which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, ſovereignty; 
Which, to ſay ſooth, are bleſſings; and which gifts 
(saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your ſoft F cheveril conſcience would receive, 
If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it. 
Anne, Nay, good troth . 
Old. Les, troth and troth; you would not be a Queen? 
Anne, No, not for all the riches under Heav'n, 
Old. L. Tis ſtrange; a three-pence bow'd would 
hire me, 
Old as I am, to queen it; but I pray you, 
What think you of a Dutcheſs ? haye you limbs 
To bear that load of title? | | 
Anne. No, in truth. little: 
Old. L. Then you are weakly made; pluck off a 
I would not be a young Count in your way 
For more than bluſhing comes to : if your back 
Cannot youchſafe this burthen, tis too weak 
| Ever to get a boy, 
Anne. How do you talk! | 
I ſwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world, 
Old L. In faith, for little England 
You'll venture an emballing : I my ſelf 
Would for Carnarvanſhire, though there belong'd 
No more to th' crown but that. Lo, who comes here ? 
| Entes 
F i, e. Tender, from Caprellus, Lat. Ciaverello, 7, 
Chevereul, Fr. 4. young Goat or Kid. 
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Enter Lord Chamberlain, 


Cham. Good-mortow, ladies; what wer't worth to 
k now | | 
The ſecret of your conf'rence ?- 

Anne. My good lord, T | 
Not your demand; it values not your asking: 
Our miſtrefs' ſorrows we were pitying. 

Cham, It was a gentle buſineſs, and becoming 
The action of $00 women: there is hope 
All will be well.. 

Anne. Now I pray God, amen. | 
Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heay'nly bleſſings k 
Follow ſuch creatures, That you may, fair lady, | 
Perceive I ſpeak ſincerely, and high notes 
Ta'en of your many virtues; the King's Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpoſe honour to you no leſs flowing. 

Than Marchioneſs of Pembrook; to which title 

A thouſand pound a year, annual ſupport, 
Out of his grace he adds.. : 

Anne. I do not know 
What kind of my obedience I ſhould tender; 
More than my all, is nothing: for my prayers: 
Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wiſhes 
More worth than vanities; yet pray'rs and wiſhes - 
Are all I can return, Beſeech your-lordſhip, 
Vouchſafe to ſpeak my thanks and my obedience, - 
As from a bluſhing handmaid to his Highnefs; 
Whoſe health and royalty I pray for. 

Cham. Lady, 5 29 
I ſhall not fail t' approve the fair conceit 
The King hath of you. — I've perus'd her well, : 
Beauty and honour in her are ſo mingled Aſede. 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this Iſle ? I'll to the King, 5 = - 
And ſay I ſpoke with you. Exit Chamberlain. | 

Anne, My honour'd lord, F | 

Old T. Why, this it is: ſee, ſee, 

Te 1 have 
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have been begging ſixteen years in court 
Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 
Hor any ſuit of pounds: And you, oh fate! 
a very freſh fiſh here; fie, fie upon 
WT his compell'd fortune) have your mouth fill'd up 
Before you open it. f 
Anne. This is ſtrange to me. | 
Old. L. How taſtes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no : : 
here was a lady once ('tis an old ſtory) 
hat would not be a Queen, that would ſhe not, 
For all the mud in Egypt; have you heard it? 
125 Anne. Come, you are pleaſant. 
| Old L. With your theme, I could- 
BJ O'ermount the lark. The marchioneſs of Pemzbrook 7 
A thouſand pounds a year, for pure reſpet!' _ 
No other obligation? By my life 
That promiſes more thouſands : honour's train 
Is longer than his fore-skirt, By this time 
I know your back will bear a Dutcheſs, Say, 
Are you not ſtronger than you were ? 
Anne. Good lady, | 
Make your felf mirth with your particular fancy, . 
And leave me out on't. Would I had no being, 
Elf this ſalute my blood a jot; it faints me 
ro think what follows. 
The Queen is comfortleſs, and we forgetful 
In our long abſence; pray do not deliver 
What here y'ave heard, to her. 
Old L. What do you think me — [Exennt; 
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= Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets, Enter tuo Vergers, 

| with ſhort ſilver wands ; next them two Scribes in 

the habits of Doctors; after them, the Biſhop of Can- 

terbury alone; after him, the Biſhops of Lincoln, 

Ely, Rocheſter, and St. Aſaph ; next them, = 
0728 


zin. 
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ſome ſmall diſtance, follows a. gentleman bearing the 
purſe, with the great ſeal, and the Cardinal's hat; 
then two Prieſts, bearing each a ſilver croſs, then a | 
gentleman-uſher bare-headed, accompanied with a ſer- 
Jeant at arms, bearing a mace ; then two gentlemen, 
bearing two ſilver pillars; after them, ſide by ſide, | 
the two Cardinals, two noblemen with the ſword | 
and mace. The King takes place under the cloth of 
ſtate ; the two Cardinals fit under him as judges. | 
The Queen takes place ſome diſtance from the King. | 
The biſhops place themſelves on each ſide the court in 
manner of a conſiſtory : below them, the ſcribes. The | 
lords fit next the biſhops. The reſt of the attendants 
ſtand in convenient order about the ſtage. ; 


ul. w Hilſt our commiſſion from. Rome is read, 
Let filence be commanded, 

King. What's the need? 

It hath already publickly been read, 

And on all fides th' authority allow'd, 

You may then ſpare that time. 
Wel. Be't ſo, proceed, | 
Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the 

8 

Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. 
King. Here. VE 
. Say, Katherine Queen of England, 

Come into the court. ho 
Cryer. Katherine Queen of England, &c. | 

[The Queen makes no anſwer, riſes out of her chair, goes 
about the court, comes to the King, and kneels at his 
feet ; then ſpeaks ;] | | | 


Sir, I defire you do me right and juſtice, 

And to beſtow your pity on me; for 4 

I am a moſt poor woman, and a ſtranger, 

Born out of your dominions ; having here 

No judge indiff rent, and no more aſſurance 

Ot equal friendſhip and proceeding. Alas, Sir,. 

In what have I offended you ? what cauſe 

Hath my behaviour giv'n to your diſpleaſure, 0 
e | a? 
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That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off _ 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witneſs, 
I've been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable: 
Ever in fear to kindle your diſhke, 
Yea, ſubje& to your count'nance ; glad or ſorry, 
As I faw it inclin'd : when was the hour 
l ever contradicted your defire ? 
or made it not mine too? which of your friends 
Have I not ſtrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did 1 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 

He was from Ae diſcharg'd ? Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
JUpwards of twenty years, and have been bleſt 
ith many children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſs of this time you can report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine honour ought, 
My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty 
Againſt your ſacred perſon ; in God's name 
Turn me away; and let the foul'ſt contempt 
Shut door upon me, and ſo give me up 
To the ſharpeſt kind of juſtice. Pleaſe you, Six, 
The King your father was reputed for 
WA Prince moft prudent, of an excellent 
nd unmatch'd wit and judgment. Ferdinand 

My father, King of Spain, was reckon'd one 
he wiſeſt Prinee that there had reign'd, by many 
year before. It is not to be queſtion'd, 
hat they had gather'd a wiſe council to them 
WOt ev'ry realm, that did debate this buſineſs, 
Pho deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly, 
ir, 1 beſeech you, ſpare me, till I may ; 
Bc by my friends in Spain advis'd; whoſe council 

I will implore. If not, i' th' name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfill'd. 1 
Wol. You have here, lady, _ I 
(And of your choice) theſe rev'rend fathers, men 

Ot fingular integrity and learning: Th 

: ; * Tea 
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Yea, the elect o'th land, who are aſſembled ; 
To plead your cauſe, It ſhall be therefore bootlefs- 
That longer you defer the court, as well 

For our own quiet, as to reQifie 

What is unſettled in the King. 

Cam, © His Grace | | | 
Hath ſpoken well and juſtly ;. therefore, madam,. 
It's fit this royal ſeſſion do proceed, 

And that without delay their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard, 
Veen. Lord Cardinal, 
To you I ſpeak, 
Wol. Your pleaſure, madam.. 
Queen, Sir, 
Lam about to weep; but thinking that 
We are a Queen, or long have dream'd ſo, certain 
The daughter of a King, my drops of tears 
I'll turn to ſparks of fire, 

Wol. Be patient ye 

Quzeer.. I will, when you are humble; nay before, 
Or God will puniſh me. I do believe, 

Induc'd by potent circumſtances: that 

You are mine enemy, and make my challenge.. 

You ſhall not be my judge. For lit is you 

Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, 

Which God's dew quench! therefore I ſay again, 

J utterly abhor, yea from my ſoul 

Refuſe you for my judge, whom yet once more 

I. hold my moſt malicious foe, and think not 

At all a friend to truth, 

Mol. I do profeſs / 

You ſpeak not like your ſelf, who ever yet 

Have ſtood to charity, and diſp 225 th' effect: 

Of dis poſition gentle, and of Wiſdom 5 

O'er-topping woman's power. Madam, you wrong me. 

I have no ſpleen againſt yon, nor injuſtice 

For you, or any; how far I've proceeded, 

Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 

By a commiſſion from the conſiſtory, 

Yea, the whole conſiſt'ry of Rowe, You charge me, 
| . That 
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That I have blown this coal; 1 do deny it. 
Toe King is preſent; if't be known to him 
That I gainſay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falſhood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
hat I am free of your report, he knows 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
t lies to cure me, 2 the cure is to = 
Remove theſe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, I do beſeech _ 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your ſpeaking, 
And ſay no more, | 
Queen. My lord, my lord, Iam | 
A ſimple woman, much too weak t' oppoſe ; 
Your cunning, You are meek and humble-mouth'd;. 
[You ſign your place and calling, in full ſeeming, 
With meekneſs and humility; but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogance, with ſpleen and pride. 
You have by fortune and his Highneſs favours 
Gone ſlightly o'er low ſteps, and now are mounted: 
Where pow'rs are your retainers; and your words, 
Domeſticks to you, ſerve your will, as't pleaſe 
Your ſelf pronounce their office. I muft tell you: 
You tender more your perſon's honour, than 
Your high profeſſion ſpiritual, That again 
I do refuſe you for my judge, and here 
Before you all, appeal unto the Pope- 
To bring my whole cauſe fore his holineſs 
And to be judg'd by him. 
[ She 5 to the King, and offers t0 departs. 
Cam, The Queen is obſtinate, | | 
Stubborn to juſtice, apt t'accuſe it, and 
Diſdainful to be try'd by't; tis not well. 
She's going away. | 
King, Call her again.. 
Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, come into the 
court. | 
Uſher, Madam, you are call'd back. 
Veen. What need you note it? pray you keep your 


way. 
| When 


4 
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When you are call'd, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me paſt my patience pray paſs on; 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more | 
Upon this buſineſs my appearance make 
In any of their courts. | 
| Exeunt Queen and 


SCENE. VII. 

King. Go thy ways, Kate, 
That man i'th' world, who ſhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that. Thou art alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, ſweet gentleneſs, - 
Thy meekneſs faint-like; wife - like government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious, could but ſpeak thee out) 
The Queen of earthly Queens. She's noble born; 
And like her true nobility, ſhe bas ; 
Carried her ſelf tow'rds me. 

Wol. Moſt gracious Sir, Tao 
In humbleſt manner 1 require your Highneſs 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all theſe ears (for where I'm robb'd and bound, 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there 
At once, and fully ſatisfy'd) if I | 
Did broach this buſineſs to your 8 or 
Laid any ſcruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queſtion on't; or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God. for ſuch: 
A royal lady, ſpake one the leaſt word,. 
That might be prejudice of her preſent ſtate, 
Or touch of her good perſon? | 

King. My lord Cardinal, 
I do excuſe you; yea, upon mine honour, 
IL free you from't : you are not to be taught, 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſp, but like the village curs, 
Bark when their fellows do, By ſame of theſe. 
The Queen is put in anger; y'are excus'd : 1 
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ut will you be more juſtify'd? you ever 
Jave wiſh'd the ſleeping of this buſineſs, never 
deſir'd it to be ſtirr'd; but oft have hindred 
he paſſages made tow'rds it: on my honour | 
ſpeak, my good lord Cardinal, to this point ; 
nd thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't. 
will be bold with time and your attention: 


ly conſcience firſt receiv'd a tenderneſs, 

cruple, and prick'd, on certain ſpeeches utter'd 

y th* bilhop of Bayon, then French Ambaſſador, 

7ho had been hither ſent on the debating | 

marriage twixt the Duke of Orleans and 

dur daughter Mary.: I'th* progreſs of this buſineſs, 

re a determinate reſolution, he 

mean the biſhop) did require a reſpite, 

V herein he might the King his lord advertiſe, 

Vhether our daughter were legitimate; 

eſpeQing this our marriage with the Dowager, 

cmetime our brother's wife. This reſpite ſhook 

he boſom of my conſcience, enter'd me, 

ea With a ſplitting power; and made to tremble 

he region of my breaſt, which forc'd ſuch way, 

hat many maz'd conſiderings did throng 

nd preſt it with this caution, Firſt, methought 

ſtood not in the ſmile of heav'n, which had 

ommanded nature, that my lady's womb 

If it conceiv'd a male-child by me) fhould 

do no more offices of life to't, than 

he grave does to the dead; for her male-iſſue, 

r died where they were made, or fhortly after 

his world had air'd them, Hence I took a thought, 

his was a judgment on me, that my kingdom 

Well worthy the beſt heir o'th* world) ſhould not 

e glad in one by me. Then follows, that | 

weigh'd the danger which my realms ftood in 

y this my iſſue's fail, and that gave to me 

any a groaning throe: thus hulling in 

he wild ſea of my conſcience, I did ſteer 

"wards this remedy, whereon we are 
| Now 


ut Y 


45 


Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came; give heed tot 
| 2 
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Now preſent here together; that's to ſay; 
J meant to rectiſie my conſcience, (which 
I then did feel full ſick, and yet not well) 
By all the rev'rend fathers of the land 
And doors learn'd. Firſt, I began in private 
With you my lord of Lincoln; you remember 1 ſay, 
How under my oppreſſion I did reel, 
When I firſt mov'd you. - 
Lin, Very well, my liege. 9 
King. I have ſpoke long; be pleas'd your ſelf to ſa 
How far you ſatisfy'd me. 5 3 
Lin, Pleaſe your Highneſs, | 
The queſtion did at firſt ſo ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, 
And conſequerice of dread ; that I committed 
The daring'ſt counſel which I had to doubt: 
And did intreat your Highneſs to this courſe 
Which you are running here | 
King. I then moy'd you 
My lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent ſummons unſollicited. 
I left no rev'rend perſon in this court, 
But by particular conſent proceeded 
"Under your hands and ſeals, Therefore go on; 
For no diſlike i'th' world againſt the perſon | 
Of our good Queen, but the Tharp thorny points 
Of my alledged reaſons drive this forward. | 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal ſtate to come, with her. 
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(Katherine our Queen) before the primeſt creature ph 

That's paragon'd i'th' world. E. 
Cam. So pleaſe your Highneſs 

The Queen being abſent, tis a needful fitneſs 2 


That we adjourn this court to further day; _ 
Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion 
Made to the Queen, to-call back her appeal 
She intends to his Holineſs, 
King. I may perceive 
'Theſe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhor Aer 


1 


* 4 7 4 


King HENRY VIII. 47 


This dilatory ſloth, aud tricks of Rome. 
My learn'd and well-beloved ſervant Cranmer, 


Pr'ythee return; with thy approach, I know, 


My comfort comes along. Break up the court: 4p 

I fay, ſet on. [Exeunt, in manner as they enter d. tir 

R 

o ſal | Wa 
ACT H. SCENE'L 1 
Enter Queen and ber Women, as at work. is 
QUEEN. by 

AK E thy lute, wench, my ſoul grows ſad F | 

We with troubles: | FR 

> = Sing and diſperſe em if thou canſt: leave 4 

2 working. i 

s ON 6: ig 
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Rpheus, with his lute, made trees, 
6 And the mountain tops that freeze, 
Bow themſelves when he did ſing. 
To his muſick, plants and flowers 
Ever roſe, as ſun and ſhowers 
There had made a laſting ſpring. 

Ev'ry thing that heard him play, 
5 Ev'n:the billows of the ſea, | 

Hung their heads, and then lay bg. 

In ſweet muſick is ſuch art, 

Killing care and grief of heart, 

Fall aſleep, or hearing die. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Queen. How now? 8 „ 
Gent. And't pleaſe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the preſence. ; 


Queen, 


This 
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Queen. Would they ſpeak with me? 

Gent. They will'd me ſay ſo, Madam. 

Queen, Pray their Graces _ 
To come near; what can be their buſineſs 
With me a poor weak woman, fall'n from fayour ? 
I do not like their coming, Now I think on't, 


They ſhould be good men, their affairs are righteous, | 


But all hoods make not monks. 
Enter the Cardinals Wolſey and Campeius. 


Wol. Peace to your Hi hneſs. | 


geen. Your Graces find me here part of a Houſe-wife, | 


41 would be all) againſt the worſt may happen: 
What are your pleaſures with me, rev'rend lords? 


Wol. May't pleaſe you, noble Madam, to withdraw 


Into your private chamber; we ſhall give you 
The full cauſe of our coming. 
ueen. Speak it here, ee | 
There's nothing I have done yet, o'my conſcience, 
Deſerves a corner; would all other women 
Could ſpeak this with as freea ſoul as I do! 
My lords, I care not (ſo much 1 am happy 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were try'd by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye ſaw em, 
Envy and baſe opinion ſet againſt em: 
1 know my life ſo even. If your buſineſs | 
Do ſeek me out, and that way 1 am wiſe in; 
Out with it boldly-: truth loves open dealing. 
Wol, . eſt erga te mentis integritas, Regina Seri. 
Nima. | 
Queen, Good my lord, no Latin; | 
I am not ſuch a truant ſince my coming, 
As not to know the language 1 have liy'd in, 


A range tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange, ſul 


icious. I? 
Pray Teak in Engliſh ; here are ſome will thank you 
If you ſpeak truth, fos their poor miſtreſs' ſake 
Believe me ſhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 
The willing '{t ſin I ever yet committed i 


May be abſoly'd in Engliſh, 
| | Wil, 


2 I 


Mol. Noble lady, 
I'm ſorry my integrity ſhould breed 
(And ſervice to his Majeſty and you) 
So deep ſuſpicion, where all faith was meant, 
? We come not by the way of accuſation, : 
| To taint that honour every good tongue bleſles ; 
Dus, Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow; 
You have too much, good lady: but to know 
How you ſtand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the King and you? and to deliver, 
: Like free and honeſt men, our juſt opinions 
rife, BY And comforts to your cauſe. 
Cam. Moſt honour'd madam, 
My lord of York, out of his noble nature, 
aW BY Zeal and obedience he {till bore your Grace, 
Forgetting like a good man your late cenſure 
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far) 
Offers, as I do, in a ſign of peace | 
His ſervice and his counſel. | 
Queen. To betray me. N 
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ve ſpeak like honeſt men, pray God ye prove ſo. 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an anſwer 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine honour, 
(More near my life, 1 fear) with my weak wit, 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth 1 know not, I was ſet at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, looking 
Set. Either for ſuch men, or ſuch buſineſs. 
For her ſake that I have been, (for I feel 
The laſt fit of my greatneſs) good your Graces, 
Let me have time and council for my cauſe; 
! Alas, I am a woman, friendleſs, hopeleſs. 
, TBE wot. — you wrong the King's love with thoſe 
ears, | | 
Lour hopes and friends are infinite. 
Qzeen. In England, | 
Bur little for my profit: can you think, lords, 
That any Engliſh man dare give me counſel ? 


you 


linal, 


Wil Though 
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Or be a known friend *gainſt his Highneſs' pleaſure, 
C 


50 King HENRY VII. 


Though he be grown ſo deſp'rate to be honeſt, 
And live a ſubje&? nay forſooth, my friends 
They, that muſt weigh out my affliftions, 


They, that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here; 


They are, as all my comforts are, far hence 
In my-own country, lords. 
Cam. I would your Grace ET 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counſel. 
Queen. How, Sir? | 


Cam. Put your main cauſe into the * protection, 
| 


He's loving and moſt gracious, Twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cauſe: 
For if the tryal of the law o'er-take ye, | 
You'll part away diſgrac'd. 

Wol. He tells you rightly, 


Queen. Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both, my ruin: 


Is this your chriſtian counſel ? out upon ye. 

Heav'n is above all yet; there ſits a judge, 

That no King can corrupt. | | 
Cam, Your rage miſtakes us. | 


Veen. The more ſhame for ye; holy men I thought ye, 


Upon my ſoul two rey'rend Cardinal virtues; 
But Cardinal fins and hollow hearts, I fear ye: 


Mend 'em for ſhame, my lords: is this _ comfort: 


The cordial that you bring a wretched lady? 
A woman loſt among ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn'd? 
J will not wiſh ye half my miſeries, 
J have more charity. But ſay I warn'd ye; 
Take heed, take heed for heav'ns ſake, leſt at once 
The burthen of my ſorrows fall upon ye. 

Wol. Madam, this is a meer diſtraction, 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

ueen. Ye turn me into nothing. Wo upon ye, 

And all ſuch falſe profeſſors! Would you have me 
(If you haye any juſtice, any pity, * 
If ye be any thing, but churchmens habits) 
Put my ſick cauſe into” his hands that hates me? 
Alas, h'as baniſh'd me his bed already, 
His love too, long ago. I'm old, my lords, 


And all the fellowſhip I bold now with him 


I; 


on, 


de 


ne 


Is 


Is only by obedience. 
To me, above this wretchedneſs? all your ſtudies 
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What can happen 


Make me a curſe, like this. 


Cam, Your fears are worſe 
Queen. Have I liv'd thus long (let me ſpeak my ſelf, 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one: 


A woman (I dare ſay without vain- glory) 
Never yet branded with ſuſpicion ? 
Have I, with all my full affections 
Still met the King? lov'd him next heay'n ? obey'd him? 
Been, out of fondneſs, ſupenſtitious to him: 


Alm 
And 


oft forgot my prayers to content him? 
am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well lords, 


Bring me a conſtant woman to her husband, 


to that waman, when ſhe has done moſt, 


Yet will I add an honour; a great patience. 
Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Queen. My lord, I dare not make my ſelf ſo guilty, 

To give up willingly that noble title 

Your maſter wed me to: nothing but death 

Shall e'er divorce my dignities, 

Wol, Pray hear me ———— 


Queen. Would I ha 


Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 


Ye've angels faces, but heav'n knows your hearts. 


What ſhall become of me now! wretched lady! 
I am the moſt unhappy woman living. 

Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes? 
[To her women, 


No 


Ship-wrack'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 


friends, no hope! no kindred 2 or me! 
! 3 


Almoſt no grave allow'd me! like the 


That once was miſtreſs of the field and flouriſh'd, 


I'll hang my head, and perifh, 
It y 


Wol. 


our Grace 


Fl 


2 that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleaſure; 
0 | 


d never trod this Engliſh earth, 


Could but be brought to know our ends are honeſt, 


You'll feel more comfort. Why ſhould we, good lady, 


n what cauſe, wrong you? alas, our place 
way of our profeſſion 8 againſt it: NY 
9 2 


Wo 
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We are to cure ſuch ſorrows, not to ſow 'em. 

For goodneſs ſake conſider what you do, 

How you may hurt your ſelf, nay utterly 

Grow from the King's acquaintance, by this carriage. 

The hearts of Princes kiſs obedience, 

So much they love it: but to ſtubborn ſpirits, 

They ſwell and grow as terrible as ſtorms. 

I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A ſoul as even as a calm; pray think us 

Thoſe we profeſs, peace-makers, friends and ſervants. 
Cam. Madam, you'll find it ſo: you wrong your 

virtues 

With theſe weak womens fears. A noble ſpirit, 

As yours was put into you, ever caſts SD 

Suck doubts, as falſe coin, from it. The King loves 

Ou z 

ones wh loſe it not; for us (if you pleaſe 

To truſt us in your buſineſs) we are ready 

To uſe our utmoſt ſtudies in your ſervice. 
Queen, Do what you will, my lords; and pray for- 

ive me, Boy 

If I have us'd my ſelf unmannerly. 

You know I am a woman, lacking wit 

To make a ſeemly anſwer to ſuch perſons. 

Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſty. - 

He has my heart yet; and ſhall have my prayers, 

W hile I ſhall have my life. Come, rey'rend fathers, 

Beſtow your counſels on me. She now begs, 

That little thought when ſhe ſet footing here, 

She ſhould have bought her dignities fo dear. ¶ EFxeunt. 
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Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Lord 
Surrey, and Lord Chamberlain. 
Nor. : you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a conſtancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot ſtand under them, If you omit | 
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0 The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe 
e. But that you ſhall ſuſtain more new diſgraces, 
[7 With thefe you bear already. 


Sar, I am joyful | 

To meet the leaft occaſion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law the Dake, 
To be reveng'd on him, | | 

Suf. Which of the Peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him; or at leaſt 
Strangely neglected? when did he regard 
The ſtamp of nobleneſs in any perſon 
Out of himſelf? 

Cham. My lords, you ſpeak your pleaſures : 
What he deſerves of you and me, I know: 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his acceſs to th' King, never attempt 
or- Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
: Over the King in's tongue. , 

Nor. O fear him nor, 

His ſpell in that is out; the King hath found 
Matter againſt him that for ever mars 

The honey of his language. No, he's ſettled, 
Not to come off, in his moſt high diſpleaſure. 
Sur. I ſhould be glad to hear ſuch news as this 
Once every hour. | 

Nor. Believe it this is true. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 

Are all unfolded; wherein he appears, 

As I would wiſh mine enemy, 

Sur, How came 
His practices to light? 

Suf. Moſt ſtrangely. 

Sur, How? 

Suf. The Cardinal's letters to the Pope miſcarried, 
And came to th' eye o'th' King; wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his holineſs 
To ſtay the judgment o'th* divorce; for if 
It did take place, 'I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled ia affection to 

C 3 A crea- 
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A creature of the Queen's, lady Anne Bullen. Ha 
Sur. Has the King this? F Gal 
Suf. Believe it, Ali 

Sur. Will this work ? His 
Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts He 

And hedges his own way. But in this point Sha 

All his tricks founder; and he brings his phyſi ck A 

After his patient's death; the King already FE 7 

Hath married the fair lady. Au 
Sur, Would he had! : Int 
Suf. May you be happy in your wiſh, my lord, 8. 

For I profeſs you have it. For 
Sur, Now all joy i N 

Trace the conjunction. 8 5. 


Suf. My Amen to't. 
Nor. All men's, 
Suff. There's order given for her coronatien : 
Marry this is but young, and may be left 
To ſome ears unrecounted. But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and compleat 
In mind and feature. I perſuade me from her 
Will fall ſome bleſſing to this land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz'd. - 2 eas | 
Sur. But will the King 
Digeſt this letter of the Cardinal's? 
The lord forbid. 
Nor, Marry, Amen. 
* Suf, No, no: 
There be more waſps that buz about his noſe, 
Will make this ſting thee ſooner, Cardinal Campeiui 
Is ſtol'n away to Rome, has ta'en no leave, : 
Hath left the cauſe to th' King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the agent of our Cardinal, 
To ſecond all his plot. I do aſſure you, 
The King ery'd ha! at this. | | 
Cham. Now God incenſe him; 
And let him cry ha, louder. 
Nor. But, my lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 
- Suf, He is return'd with his opinions, which 
Haye 


ve 


| The Cardinal. 


Anne Bullen 
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Have ſatisfy'd the King for his divorce, 
Gather'd from all the famous colleges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendom ; ſoon, I believe, 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſh'd, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen, but Princeſs dowager, 
A widow to Prince Arthur, 

Nor. This ſame Cranmer's 


a A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 


In the King's buſineſs. 
Suf. He has, and we ſhall ſee him 
For it an Archbiſhop, 
Nor. So I hear. 
Saf. 'Tis ſo. 
Enter Wolſey and Cromwell. 


Nor, Obſerve, obſerve, he's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell, | 
Gave it you the King ? 

Crom. To his own hand, in's bed-chamber. 

Wol. Look'd he o'th' inſide of the Paper? 

Crom. Preſently 

He did unſeal them, and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it with a ſerious mind; a heed 
Was in his countenance, You he bad 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is he ready to come abroad? 

Crom. I think by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me a while, | Exit Cromwell. 
It ſhall be to the Dutcheſs of Alenſon, [ Aſide. 
The French King's ſiſter he ſhall marry her. 
no, I'll no Anne Bullens for him. 


There's more in't than fair viſage | 
No, we'll no Ballens ! ——ſpeedily I wiſh 


To hear from Rome — the marchioneſs of Pembrook ! 


Nor. He's diſcontented, _ 

Suf. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough, | 


C 4 Lord 
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Lord for thy juſtice ! | | 
Wol. [ Aſide.] The late Queen's gentlewoman! 2 Forl 
Knight's daughter! | The 
To be her miſtreſs's miſtreſs! the Queen's Queen !— | Rich 
This candle burns not clear, 'tis I muſt ſnuff it, I fin 
Then out it goes — what though I know her virtuous | _ 


And well-deſerving ? yet I know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholeſome to 
Our cauſe! that Ihe ſhould lye th* boſome of 
Our hard-rul'd King! again, there is ſprung up 
An heretick, an arch one; Cranmer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the fayour of the King, 
And 1s his oracle. | 
Nor. He's yex'd at ſomething, 


SCENE III. 
Enter King reading of a ſchedule, 


Sur, LE HOY ſomething that would fret ths 
| ring | 
The maſter-cord of's heart: 
Suf. The King, the King. | 
King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion! what expence by th' hour 
Seems to flow from him! how i'th' name of thrift 
Does he rake this together! Now, my lords, 
Saw you the Cardinal ? 
Nor, My lord, we have 
Stood here obſerving him. Some ftrange commotion 
Is in his brain; he bites his lips and ſtarts, 
Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his finger on his temple; ſtratt 
Springs out into faſt gate, then ſtops again, 
Strikes his breaft hard, and then anon he caſts 
His eye againſt the moon, in moſt ſtrange poſtures 
We've ſeen him ſet himſelf, | 
King. It may well be, | 
There is a mutiny in's mind. This morning 
Papers of ſtate he ſent me to peruſe, 
As I requir'd; and wot you what I found 


There 


on 


re 
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There, on my conſcience put unwittingly ? 


Forſooth an inventory, thus importing 
The ſeveral parcels of his plate, his treaſure, 
Rich ſtuffs and ornaments of houſhold, which 
I find at ſuch a proud rate, it out-ſpeaks 
Poſſeſſion of a ſubjeR, - | 
Nor. It's heav'ns will, CRE 
Some ſpirit put this paper in the packet, 
To bleſs your eye withal. 

King. If we did think 


His contemplations were above the earth, 


And fix'd on ſpiritual objects, he ſhould ſtill 
Dwell in his muſings; but 1 am afraid 


: His thinkings are below the moon, nor worth 


His ſerious conſidering, | 
[ He takes his ſeat, hikes Lovell, who goes to Wolſey. 


Mol. Heav'n forgive me 


Ever God bleſs your Highneſs ——— 


King. Good my Lord, 
You are full of heavenly ſtuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your beſt graces in your mind; the which 
You were now running o'er; you have ſcarce time 
To fteal from ſpiritual leiſure a brief ſpan 
To keep your earthly audit; ſure in that 


I deem you an ill husband, and am glad: 
To have you therein my companion. 


Wol. Sir, 


For holy offices I have a time; 


A time to think upon the part of buſi neſs 


l bear i'th' ſtate; and nature does require 
Her times of preſervation, which perforce 


I her frail ſon, amongſt my brethren mortal, 
Muſt give my tendance to. | 
King. You have ſaid well. 


Wol. And ever may your Highneſs yoke together; 


As I will lend you cauſe, my doing well 
With my well ſaying, 

King. Tis well ſaid again, 
And 'tis a kind of good deed to ſay well. 


And yet words are no deeds. My father lov d Fon, 
He 
C5 


ay... 
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He ſaid he did, and with this deed did crown 

His word upon you. Since I had my office 

I've kept you next my heart, have not alone 
Imploy'd you where high profits might come home, 
But par'd my preſent havings to beſtow. 

My bounties upon you. 


Wol. What ſhould this mean ? [ 4ſede. 
Sur, The lord increaſe this buſineſs, Aſide. 


Xing. Have I not made you | 
The prime man of the ſtate? I pray youtell me, 
If what I now pronounce you have found true: 
And if you may confeſs it, fay withal 
If you are bound to us, or no? what ſay you? 
Wol. My Sovereign, I confeſs your royal graces 
Showr'd. on me daily have been more than could: 
My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours, My endeavours 
Have ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 
Yet fill'd with my abilities, mine own 
Ends. have been ſuch that evermore they pointed- 
To the good of your moſt ſacred” perſon, and 
The profit of the ſtate: :- For your great graces. + 
Heap'd upon me, poor: undeſerver, 1 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks, 
My. prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever ſhall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it. | 
King. Fairly anſwer'd d: 
A loyal and obedient ſubject is | 
Therein illuſtrated ;-the honour of it 
Does pay the act of it, i'th' contrary 
The foulneſs is the puniſhment,. I preſume- 
That as my hand has open'd bounty. to you, 


My heart dropp'd love, my pow'r rain*d honour, more 


On you, than any; ſo your hand and-heart, 
Your brain, and every function of your power, 
Should, notwithſtanding that your bond of duty, 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

Wol. I profeſs, 
4 Than 


— 


13 
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That for your Highneſs' good I ever labour'd 

More than mine own; that am I, have been, will be: 
Though all the world ſhould crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their ſoul; though perils did | 
Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid; yet, my duty, 

As doth a rock againſt the chiding flood, 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 


; And ſtand unſhaken yours. 


King. Tis nobly ſpoken 
Take notice lords, he has a loyal breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open't. Read o'er this _ 
| 3 him papers. 
And after this; and then to breakfaſt, with 
What appetite you may. 


[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolſey, the Ne- 


bles throng afier him whiſpering and ſmiling, 


S EN EN 


Wol. What ſhould this mean? 
What ſudden anger's this? how have J reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
* Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the- daring buntſman that has gall'd him, 


© Then makes him nothing. I muſt read this paper - 


I fear, the ſtory of his anger tis ſo 
This paper has undone me — 'tis th' account 
Of all that world of wealth I've drawn together 


For mine own ends, indeed to gain the Popedom, 
| And fee my friends in Rome, O negligence! 


Fit for a fool to fall by. What croſs devil 
Made me put this main ſecret in the-packet 
I ſent the King:? is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains? 
I know 'twill ſtir him ſtrongly ; yet I know - 
A way, if I take right, in ſpight of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this—To the Pope? 
The letter, as I live, with all the bufineſs ; 
I writ to's holinefs. Nay, then farewel :: | 
Lye.touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſ:}, 

| A 
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And from that full meridian of my glory, 
I haſte now to my ſetting. 1 ſhall fall 
Like a brightexhalation in the evening, 
And no man ſee me more. 


SCENE v. 


Enter to Wolſey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, 
the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 


Nor. Hear the King's pleaſure, Cardinal, who com- 
mands you 
To render up the great ſeal preſently 
Into our hands 5 to confine your ſelf 
To Aſher-houſe, my lord of Wincheſter's, 
*Till you hear further from his highneſs. 
Wot, Stay: 3 
W here's your commiſſion, lords? words cannot carry 
Authority ſo mighty. 
Suf. Who dare croſs 'em, 
Bearing the King's will from his mouth expreſſly ? 
Wol. *Till 1 find more than will, or words to do it, 
] mean your malice, know officious lords, 
1 dare, and muſt deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarſe metal ye are molded——Envy : 
How eagerly ye follow my diſgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how ſleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin. 
Follow your envious courſes, men of malice; 
You have a chriſtian warrant for 'em, and 
In time will find their fit rewards. That ſeal 
You ask with ſuch a violence, the King : 
(Mine and your maſter) with his own hand gave me; 
Bad me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life; and to cenfirm his goodneſs, 
Ty'd it by letters patents. Now, who'll take it? 
Sur, The King that gave it. | 
Wol. It muſt be himſelf then, 
Sur. Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieſt. 
Wol. Proud lord, thou lieſt : 
Within theſe forty hours Surrey durſt better _ 
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| Have burnt that tongue, than ſaid ſo. 


Z Thou ſcarlet ſin, robb'd this bewailing land 

Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The heads of all thy brother Cardinals, 

With thee and all thy beſt parts bound together, 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy, 
Lou ſent me deputy for Ireland, 

Far from his ſuccour ; from the King, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'ſt him $ 
2 Whilſt your great goodneſs, out of holy pity, 
Abſolv'd him with an axe. | 


This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 

I anſwer, is moſt falſe, The Duke by law 

Found his deſerts. How innocent I was 

From any private malice in his end, 

His noble jury and foul cauſe can witneſs. 

If I lov'd many words, lord, I ſhould tell you, 
You have as little honeſty as honour ; 

That in the way of loyalty and truth 

Toward the King, my ever royal maſter, 

Dare mate a ſounder man than Surrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 


Vour long coat, prieſt, protects you, thou fnould'ſt feel 
My ſword i' th' life-blood of thee elſe. My lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 

And from this fellow? if we live thus tamely, 


7 Farewel nobility, let his grace go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, like larks, 


© Is poiſon to thy ſtomach. 
of gleaning all the lands-wealth into one, 
The goodneſs of your intercepted packets 


Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious. 
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Sur. Thy ambition, 


Wol. This, and all elſe 


Sur. By my ſoul, 


To be thus jaded by a piece of ſcarlet, 5 


Wot. All goodnefs 
Sur. Yes, that goodneſs 
Into your own hands, Card'nal, by extortion : 


You writ to th' Pope, againſt the King; your goodneſs, 


My 
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My lord of Norfolk, as you're truly noble, 

As you reſpect the common good, the ſtate 

Of our deſpis'd nobility, our iſſues, 

Who, if be live, will ſcarce be gentlemen, 

Produce the grand ſum of his ſins, the articles 
Collected from his life. I'll ſtartle you 

Worſe than the ſcaring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kiſſing in your arms, lord Cardinal. 


Wol.. How much methinks 1 could deſpiſe this man, 


But that I'm bound in charity againſt it. 


Nor. Thoſe articles, my lord, are in th' King's hand: 


But thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wol. So much fairer 
And ſpotleſs ſhall mine innocence ariſe, 
When the King knows my truth, 

Sur. This cannot ſave you: 
I tkank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe articles, and out they ſhall. 
Now, if you can, bluſh, and cry guilty, Cardinal, 
You'll ſhew a little honeſty, 

Wol, Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worſt objections: if I bluſh, 
It is to ſee a nobleman want manners. 


Sur. I'd rather want thoſe than my head; have at 


vou: 
Firſt, that without the King's aſſent or knowledge 
You wrought to be a legat, by which power 
You maim'd the juriſdiction of all biſhops, 
Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or elſe 
To foreign Princes, Ego er Rex meus 
Was till inſcrib'd; in which you brought the King. 
To be your ſervant. | | 
|  Suf. That without the knowledge 
Either of King or council, when you went 
Ambaſlador to th' Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great ſeal, 
Sur. Item, You ſent a large commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſalis, to conclude, ' 
Without the King's will or the State's allowance, 
A league between | his. Highneſs and Ferrara. 
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The King ſhall know it, an 
Jo fare you well, my little good lord Cardinal. 
Exeunt all but Wolſey⸗ 


» 


Suf. That out of meer ambition, you have made | 


Tour holy hat be ſtampt on the King's coin. 


Sur. That you have ſent innumerable ſubſtance 


(By what means got I leave to your own conſcience) 
To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
Lou have for dignities, to th' meer undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are, 


Which ſince they are of you, and odious, 


I will not taint my mouth with. 


Cham, O my lord, 


| Preſs not a falling man. too far; 'tis virtue: 
His faults lye open to the laws; let them, 


Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to ſee him 


8o little of his great ſelf, 


Sur, I forgive him. 
Suf. Lord Cardinal, the King's further pleaſure is, 
(Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late, 


By your pow'r legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall in the compaſs of a præmunire) 


That therefore ſuch a writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Caſtles, and whatſoever, and to be 


| Out of the King's protection. This is my charge? 


Nor. And ſo we'll leave you to your meditations 


How to live better. For your ſtubborn anſwer 


About the giving back the you ſeal to us, 


SCENE. VL 


wol. So, farewel to the little good you bear me 


Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatneſs! 


This is the ſtate of man; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloſſoms, 
© And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon him: 


The third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt, 


And when he thinks, good eaſie man, full ſurely- 
& His greatneſs is a ripening, nips his root, 
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no doubt ſhall thank youg. 


And 
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« And then he falls, as I do, I have ventur'l, 
Like little wanton boys, that ſwim on bladders, 
* Theſe many ſummers in a ſea of glory: 

© But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 


At length broke under me, and now has left me 


« Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 

Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me, 
Vain pomp and glory of the world! I hate ye, 

c I feel my heart new opened. Oh how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on Princes fayours ! 
„There is, betwixt that ſmile we would aſpire to, 
© That ſweet aſpect of Princes, and “ our ruin, 

© More pangs and fears than war or women have, 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 

© Neyer to hope again, 


Enter Cromwell ſtanding amax d. 


Why how now, Cromwell ? 
Crom. I have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 
Mol. What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes? can thy ſpirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline? nay, if you weep, 
I'm fall'n indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace ? 
Wol. Why, well; | 
Never ſo truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
1 know my ſelf now, and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities ; 
A itil} and quiet conſcience, The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and from theſe ſhoulders, 
Theſe ruin'd pillars, out of pity taken 
A load would ſink a navy, too much honour, 
O *tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 
Crom. $9 glad your Grace has made that right uſe 
of it, - 
Wal. I hope I have: I'm able now methinks; 
Out of a fortitude of ſoul 1 feel, 
T' endure more miſeries, and greater far 
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Cham. The heavieſt, and the worſt, 


115 your diſpleaſure with the King. 


Mol. God bleſs him. 
Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is choſen 


Lord Chancellor in your place. 


Wol. That's ſomewhat ſudden | 


Zut he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highneſs' favour, and do juſtice 
For truth's ſake and his conſcience ; that his bones, 


When he has run his courſe and ſleeps in bleſſings, 


May have a tomb of orphans tears wept on him. 
What more ? 


Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome; 


Inſtall'd lord Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 


Wol. That's news indeed, 

Crom, Laſt, that the lady Anne, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long marry'd, 
This day was view'd in open, as his Queen, 
Going to chappel; and the voice is now 


Only about her coronation. 
Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me down, 


O Cromwell, 


The King has gone beyond me: all my glories 

In that one woman I have loft for ever. 

No ſun ſhall ever uſher forth my honours, 

Or gild again the noble troops that waited 

[Upon my ſmiles, Go, get thee from me, Cromwell, 
] am a poor fall'n man, unworthy now 

To be thy lord and maſter, Seek the King, 

(That ſun, I pray may never ſet) I've told him 
What and how true thou art; he will advance thee 2: 
Some little memory of me will ſtir him, | 

ZI know his noble nature, not to let 

Thy hopeful ſervice periſh too. Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not; make uſe now, and provide 


For thine own future ſafety, 
Crom. O my lord, 
Muſt I then leave you ? muſt I needs forego 1 
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Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer: 
What news abroad? ? 
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For ever and for ever ſhull be yours. 
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So good, fo noble, and ſo true a maſter ? 

Bear witneſs, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a ſorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
The King ſhall have my ſervice; but my prayers 


Mol. Cromwell, I did not think to ſhead a tear 
In all my miſeries; but thou has ferc'd me, 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell, 
© And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, 
© And fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me muſt more be heard: ſay then I taught thee; 
© Say, Wolſey, that once trod the ways of glory, 
© And ſounded all the depths and ſhoals of honour, 
© Found thee a way out of his wrack to riſe in : 
_ A ſure and ſafe one, though thy maſter miſs'd it. 
© Mark but my fall and that which ruin'd me: 
© Cromwell, 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition 
© By that ſin fell the angels; how can men then 


© (The image of his maker) hope to win it? 1 G. 
Love thy ſelf laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee : This, 

© Corruption wins not more than honeſty, 2 G. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace I'm fi 
© To ſilent envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not, And | 
© Let all the ends thou aim'ſt at be thy country's, In cel 


© Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou fall'ſt, O Pagea 


© Cromwell, 1 Gt 
© Thou fall'ſt a blefled martyr. Serve the King; Nor 1 
And pr'ythee lead me in 2G 
There take an inventory of all I have, | The | 
To the laſt penny, 'tis the King's. My robe, 1G 
And my integrity to heav'n, is all Of thi 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, W By cu 
Had I but ſerv'd my God with half the zeal 4 The! 
I ſerv'd my King, he would not in mine age To b 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. | To be 
Crom, Good Sir, have patience, 2 G 
Wol. So I have. Farewel | | 
The hopes of court! my hopes in heav'n do dwell. I o 


[Exeunt. But 1 
ACT 
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Ne 
ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another. 


1 GENTLEMAN. 


OU RE well met once again. 
2 Gen, And ſo are you. 
1 Gen, You come to take your ſtand 
| here, and behold 
he lady Anne = 2 her coronation. 
2 Gen. Tis al buſineſs, At our 
laſt ee 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his tryal. 
1 Gen, Tis very true. But that time offer'd ſorrow; 
4 This, general . 
2 Gen. Tis well; the citizens 
I'm ſure have ſhewn at full their loyal minds, 
LU And let 'em have their rights, they're ever forward 
In celebration of this day with ſhews, 
O Pageants, and ſights of honour. 
1 Gen, Never greater, 
Nor I'll aſſure you better taken, Sir. 
2 Gen, May I be bold to ask what that contains} 
The paper in your hands ? 
1 Gen. Yes, tis the liſt 
Of thoſe that claim their offices this day, 
By cuſtom of the coronation. 
| The Duke of Suffolk is the firſt, and claims 
To be High Steward; next the Duke of Norfolk, 
To be Earl Marſhal; you may read the reſt. 
2 Gen, I thank you, Sir; had I not known thoſe 
cuſtoms, | 
| I ſhould have been beholden to your paper. 
. Zut 1 beſeech you what's become of Katharine, 
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The Princeſs Dowager ? how goes her buſineſs? 9. I. 
1 Gen. That I can tell you too; the Arch- biſhop zr 

Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 10. Ce 

Learned and rev'rend fathers of his order, gol, 
Held a late court at Dunſtable, ſix miles They p. 

From Ampthil, where the Princeſs lay; to which E 

She oft was cited by them, but appear'd not; 

And to be ſhort, for not appearance and | 2 Gen. 
The King's late ſcruple, by the main aſſent Who', 
Of all theſe learned men ſhe was divorc'd, 1 Gen 

And the late marriage made of none effect: And th 

Since which, ſhe was remov'd to Kimbolton, 2 Gen 

Where ſhe remains now ſick. The Du 

2 Gen, Alas good lady! 1 Gen 

The trumpets ſound ; ſtand cloſe, the Queen is com- 2 Gen 

ing, | Hautboys. 1 Gen 

y | 2 Gen 

The Order of the Coronation, rg 
<Þ- L Our Ki 
1. A lively ood of trumpets. And me 
2. Then two Judges. canno 
3. Lord Chancellor, with the purſe and mace before him, Gen 
4. Choriſters ſinging. [Muſick, {rhe clo 
5. Mayor of London, bearing the mace, Then Garter Of the 
in his coat of arms, and on his head a gilt copper 2 Gen 
croꝛun. 5 | take 1 
6. Marqueſs of Dorſet, bearing a ſcepter of gold, on Is that 
his head a demi-coronal of gold. With him, the 1 Gen 


Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod of ſilver with the 2 Gen 

dove, crown'd with an Earl's coronet, Collars of dee 

SS, | | | ind ſo 
7. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of eſtate, his coronet 1 Ges 

on his head, bearing a long white wand, as High 

Steward. With him the Duke of Norfolk, with 

the rod of marſhalſhip, a coronet on his head. Col- God 

lars of SS. | | 3 Ger 
3. A canopy born by four of the Cinque-Ports, under Could 

it the Queen in her robe; in her hair richly 8 

ES WI 


* 


m- 
. 
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with pearl, crowned, On each ſide her the biſhops 
of London and Wincheſter, | 
9. The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, 
wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen's train. 
10. Certain ladies or Counteſſes, with plain circlets of 
gold without flowers, 


They paſs over the ſtage in order and ſlate, and then 


Exeunt, with a great flouriſh of trumpets. 


2 Gen. A royal train believe me; theſe 1 know; 


Who', that who bears the ſcepter ? 


1 Gen. Marqueſs Dorſet. 
\nd that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod. 
2 Gen, A bold braye gentleman. That ſhould be 


The Duke of Suffolk. 


1 Gen. Tis the ſame: high Steward. 

2 Gen, And that my lord of Norfolk ? | 
1 Gen. Les. 

2 Gen. Heav'n bleſs thee, 

hou haſt the ſweeteſt face I ever look'd on. 

Sir, as I have a ſoul, ſhe is an angel; 

Our King has all the Indies in his arms, 

and more and richer, when he ſtrains that lady: 
cannot blame his conſcience. 
Gen. They that bear 

The cloth of ſtate above her, are four barons 

Of the Cinque - Ports. 


| 2 Gen, Thoſe men are happy, ſo are all are near her. 


take it, ſhe that carries up her train, 
Is that old noble lady, the Dutcheſs of Norfolk, 
1 Gen. It is, and all the reſt are Counteſſes. 
wm" pam coronets ſay ſo, Thefe are ſtars in- 
eed, | 
And ſometimes falling ones. 
1Gez, No more of that. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


God ſave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 

3 Gen. Among the crowd i'th'abby, where a finger 

Could not be wedg'd in more; I am ſtifled, Win 
| Wait 
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With the meer rankneſs of their joy. 

2 Gen, You ſaw the ceremony? 

3 Gen. I did. 

1 Gen. How was it? 
3 Gen. Well worth the ſeeing. 

2 Gen. Good Sir, ſpeak it to us. | 

3 Gen, As well as I am able, The rich ſtream 
Ot lords and ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 
A diſtance from her; while her Grace ſate down 
To reſt a while, ſome half an hour, or ſo, 
In a rich chair of ſtate, oppoling freely 
The beauty of her perſon to the people. 
Believe me, Sir, ſhe is the goodlieſt woman 
That ever lay by man; which when the people 
Had the full view of, ſuch a noiſe aroſe | 
As the ſhrowds make at ſea in a ſtiff tempeſt, 
As loud, and to as many tunes, Hats, cloaks, 
Doublets, I think, flew up; and had their faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never ſaw before. Great-belly'd women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs 
And make em reel before em. No man living 
Could ſay, this is my wife there, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece, | 

2 Gen. But pray what follow'd ? 

3 Gen, At length her Grace roſe, and with modeſt 


paces | Somet 

Came to the altar, where ſhe kneel'd, and ſaint-like I'll te 

Caſt her fair eyes to heay'n, and pray'd devoutly. Both 
Then roſe again, and bow'd her to the people: 

When by the Arch-biſhop of Canterbury, — 


Sh' had all the royal makings of a Queen; 

As holy all, Edward confeſſor's crown, 85 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all ſuch emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which perform'd, the choir 
With all the choiceſt muſick of the kingdom, 

E on ſung Te Deum. So ſhe parted, 

And with the ſame full ſtate pac'd back again 


oy 
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To York-Place, where the feaſt is held, | 
1 Gen. You muſt no more call it York-place, that's paſt. 


For ſince the Cardinal fell, that title's loſt, 


'Tis now the King's, and call'd Whitehall, 
3 Gen. I know it: | | 
But 'tis ſo lately alter'd, the old name 
Is freſh about me. | 
2 Gen. What two reverend biſhops 
Were thoſe that went on each ſide of the Queen ? 


3 Gen. Stokeſly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 


{ Newly preferr'd from the King's Secretary : 


The other, London, 
2 Gen. He of Wincheſter 
Is held no great good lover of th' Arch-biſhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 
3 Gen, All the land knows that: 
However yet there's no great breach ; when't comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not ſhrink from him, 
2 Gen, Who may that be, I pray you? 
3 Gen, Thomas Cromwell, 
A man in much eſteem with the King, and truly 
A worthy friend. The King has made him 


| Maſter o'th' jewel houſe, 


And one already of the privy-council, 
2 Gen, He will deſerve more. 
3 Gen, Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, gentlemen, you ſhall go my way, 


| Which is to th' court, and there ſhall be my gueſts: 


Something I can command; as I walk thither 
II tell ye more. | 
Both. You may command us, Sir, [ Exeunt, 


—_ 


*SCENE I. 


Enter Katharine Dowager, ſick, led between Griffith | 
| her gentleman Uſher, and Patience her woman. 


Grif. O W does your Grace? 
H Kath. O Griffith, ſick to death: ve 
y 
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My legs like loaden branches bow to th' earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen: reach a chair 
So — now methinks I feel a little eaſe. Sitting down, 
Didſt thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'ſt me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolſey, 
Was dead? | | 

Grif. Yes Madam ; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you ſuffer'd, gave no ear to't, 

Kath, Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he dy'd, 
If well, he ſtept before me happily, 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam. 
For after the ſtout Earl of Northumberland 
Arreſted him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man ſorely taſted) to his anſwer, 
He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill 
He could not fit his mule, 

Kath, Alas, poor man! | | 

Grif. At laſt, with eaſy roads he came to Teiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the abby; where the rey'rend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words. O father abbot, 
„An old Man broken with the ſtorms of ſtate, 
© Is come to lay his weary bones among ye; 
Give him a little earth for charity! | 
So went to bed; where eagerly bis ſickneſs 
Purſu'd him fill, and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himſelt 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears and ſorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His bleſſed part to heav'n, and ſlept in peace, 

Kath. So may he reſt, his faults lie bury'd with him! 
Yet thus far, Grifith, give me leave to ſpeak him, 
And yet with charity; he was a man ; 


Of an unbounded ſtomach, ever ranking No oth 


o kee 


Himſelf with Princes: dne that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'd all the Kingdom; ſimony was fair play: * 
His own opinion was his law. I'th' pros egg 


He would fay untruths, and be eyer double a Now * 
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Both in his words and meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 


His promiſes were, as he then was, mighty; 


But his performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 


The clergy ill example. 


d. 


er, 


im! 


Bot 


Grif. Noble madam, | | 
Men's evil manners live in braſs, their yirtues 
We write in water. May it pleaſe your Highneſs 
To hear me ſpeak his good now ? | 

Kath, Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elſe. | 

Grif. This Cardinal, 


Though from an humble ſtock, undoubtedly 


Was faſhion'd to much honour. From his cradle 

He was a ſcholar, and a ripe and good one; 

Exceeding wiſe, fair ſpoken, and perſuading; 

Lofty and ſour to them that lov'd him not, 

But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as ſummer : 

And though he were e ken in getting, 

(Which was a ſin) yet in beſtowing, Madam, 

He was moſt princely: Ever witneſs for him 

Thoſe twins of learning that he rais'd in you 

Ipſwich and Oxford ! one of which fell with him, 

Unwilling to out-live the good he did it: 

The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet ſo famous, 

So excellent in art, and ſtill fo riſing, 

That Chriſtendom ſhall ever ſpeak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him 

For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 

And found the bleſſedneſs of being little: 

And to add greater honours to his age 

Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing God. 
Kath, After my death I wiſh no other herald, 

No other ſpeaker of my living actions, 

o keep mine honour from corruption, 

But ſuch an honeſt chronicler as Griffe. 

Whem 1 moſt bated living, thou haſt made me 
ith thy religious cruth and modeſty, | 

Now in his aſhes honour, Peace be with him! 
| " Patience 
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Patiense, be near me ſtill, and ſet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cauſe the muſicians play me that ſad note 

I nam'd my knell; whilſt I fit meditating 
On that celeſtial harmony I go to. | 


Sad and ſolemn muſick. 


Grif, She is 2 : good wench let's {it down quiet, _ 
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. Pa; 
The Viſion, Enter ſolemnly one after another, ſix per- 

ſonages, clad in white robes, wearing on their heads Me 

garlands of bays, and golden vixards on their faces, K a 

branches of bays or palm in their hands. They firſt ¶ Deer: 

eongee unto her, then dance; and at certain changes Grij 


the firſt two hold a ſpare garland over her head, at Kn. 
which the other * reverend curtſies. Then — * 
the two that held the garland deliver the ſame to the Meſ 
other next two, who obſerve the ſame order in their {My hat 
thanges, and holding the garland over her head. 
Which done, they deliver the ſame garland to the laſt Kat 
two, who likewiſe obſerve the ſame order. At which, Let me 
as it were by 3 ſhe makes in her ſleep ſigns 

of rejoycing, and holdeth up her hands to heaven. 

And ſo m their —_— vaniſh, carrying the garland 


_ with them. The muſick continues. 


Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedneſs behind ye: 

Grif. Madam, we're here. 

Kath. It is not you I call for, 
Saw ye none enter ſince I flept? 
Gr. None, madam. | 

Kath. No! ſaw you not ev'n now a bleſſed troop F 
Invite me to a banquet, whoſe bright faces 
Caſt thouſand beams upon me, like the ſun 2. 
They promis'd me eternal happineſs, 
And brought me garlands, Griffth, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I ſhall aſſuredly. 
| Grif. I am moſt joyful, madam, ſuch good 2 

| 3 ollels 
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Poſſeſs your fancy. | 
Kath. Bid the muſick leave, LP 

'Tis harſh and heavy to me. | [ Muſick ceaſes, 
Pat. Do you note 

How much her Grace is alter'd on the ſudden ? 

How long her face is drawn ? how pale ſhe looks, 

And of an earthly cold? obſerve her eyes. 
Grif. She is going, wench. Pray, pray 
Pat, Heay'n comfort her. | 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. And't like your Grace 
Kath, You are a ſawcy fellow, 
Deſerve we no more rey'rence ? 
| Grif. You're to blame, 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her wonted greatneſs, 
To uſe ſo rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. 
Meſ. I humbly do intreat your Highneſs' pardon : 
My haſte made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A gentleman ſent from the King to ſee you. 
Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow. 


* 


Enter Lord Capucius. 


If my ſight fail not, 
ou ſhould be lord ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the ſame, your ſervant. 
Kath. O my lord, 
he times and titles now are alter'd ſtrangely 
Vith me, ſince firſt you knew me. But I. pray you, 
/ hat is your pleaſure with me? 
Cap. Noble Jady, | 
Firſt mine own ſervice to your Grace, the next 
The King's requeſt that I would viſit you, 
ho grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
ends you his Princely commendations, 
ind heartily intreats you take good comfort, 
Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too late; 
eams {Tis like a pardon after execution; 


roop 


Let me ne'er ſee again. [Exit Meſſenger, 
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That gentle phyſick giv'n in time had cur'd me; 
But now I'm paſt all comforts here but prayers. 
How does his Highneſs ? | 
Cap. Madam, in good health, Fre 
Kath, So may he ever do, and eyer flouriſh, 
When I ſhall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Baniſh'd the Kingdom, Patience, is that letter 
I caus'd you write, yet ſent away ? 
Pat. No, madam, | 
Kath, Sir, I muſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the King. 
Cap. Moſt willingly, madam. : 
Kath, In which I have commended to his goodneſs 
The model of our chaſte loves, his young daughter, 
(The dews of heav'n fall thick in bleſſings on her 19 
Beſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding, 
( She's young, and of a noble modeſt nature, 
I hope ſhe will deſerve well) and a little 
To love her for her mother's ſake, that lov'd him 
Heav'n knows how dearly ! my next poor petition 
Is, that his noble Grace would have ſome pity 
Upon my wretched women, that ſo lon 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully ; 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow 
And now 1 ſhould not lye) but well deſerve, Enter 
or virtue and true beauty of the ſoul, * 
For honeſty and decent carriage, 
A right good husband, let him be a noble: 
And ſure thoſe men are happy that ſhall have 'em. 
The laſt is for my men; they are the pooreſt, 
But poverty could never draw 'em from me; 
That they may have their wages duly paid 'em, 
And ſomething over to remember me. 
If heaven had pleas'd to've giv'n me longer life 
And able means, we had not parted thus, 5 
Theſe are the whole contents. And good my lord, 
By that you love the deareſt in this World, 
As you wiſh chriſtian peace to ſouls departed, 
Stand theſe poor peoples friend, and urge the King 


To do me this laſt right, 


Cap. 


1s 


g 


Cap. 
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Cap. By heav'n I will, 
Or let me loſe the faſhion of a man. 

Kath, I thank you, honeft lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his Highneſs; N 
And tell him, his long trouole now is paſſing 
Out of this world. Tell him, in death 1 bleſt him, 
For ſo I will — mine eyes grow dim, Farewel, 
My lord Griffith farewel nay, Patience, 
You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed 
Call in more women— When I'm dead, good wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour, ſtrew me over 
With maiden flow'rs, that all the world may know 


I I was a chaſte wife to my grave: embalm me, 


Then lay me forth; although un-queen'd, yet like 
A Queen and daughter to a King, inter me. 
I can no More — Exeunt, leading Katharine. 


3 e e ee AT 
Rees 


Ara 


Enter Gardener Biſhop of Wincheſter, a page with a 
torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovell. 


GARDINER, 


S one a clock, boy, is't not? 
Boy, It hath ſtruck, 
Gard, Theſe ſhould be hours for ne- 
ceſſities, 
Not for delights; times to repair our 
nature 2 
With comforting repoſe, and not for us 
To waſte theſe times, Good hour of night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither ſo late: ; | 
Lov, Came you from the King, my lord? 
Gard, I did, Sir Thomas, left him at Primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 


3 --. Tov. 
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Lov. I muſt to him too, 
Before he go to bed. I'Il take my leave. 


Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell; what's the marter? 


It ſeems you are in haſte: And if there be . 
No great offence belongs to't, you your friend 
Some touch of your late buſineſs. Affairs that walk 
(As they ſay ſpirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature than the buſineſs 
That ſeeks diſpatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you: 
And durſt commend a ſecret to your ear 
Much weightier than this word. The Queen's in labour, 
They ſay in great extremity, 'tis fear'd | 
She'll with the labour end. 

Gard, The fruit ſhe goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find - 
_ Good time, and live; but for the ſtock, Sir Thomas 
I wiſh it grubb'd up now, | 

Lav. Methinks 1 could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my conſcience ſays 
She's a good creature, and (ſweet lady) does 
Deſerve our better wiſhes, 
Gard. But Sir, Sir | | 
Hear me, Sir Thomas——y'are a gentleman 3 
Of mine own way, I know you wiſe, religious, 
And let me tell you it will ne' er be well, a 
»Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me, 
"Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and ſhe, 
Sleep n their graves. : | 

Lov. Now, Sir, you ſpeak of two | | 
The moſt remark'd i'th* kingdom; as for Cromwell, 
Beſide that of the jewel-houſe, is made maſter 
O'th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary. Further, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more preferments, 
With which the time will load him, Th' Arch-biſhop 
Is the 6 hand, or tongue, and who dare ſpeak 
One ſyllable againſt him? © | 

Gard. Yes, Sir Thomas; | 
There are that dare; and I my ſelf have ventur'd 
To ſpeak my mind of him; indeed this day, 


Sir 


i, 


> 
* 


Sir I may tell it you, I think I have 

Incens'd the lords o'th* council, that he is 

(For ſo I know he is, they know be is) 

A moſt arch-heretick, a peſtilence | 

That does infe& the land; with which they mov'd 

Have broken with the King, who hath ſo far 

Giv'n ear to our complaint of his great Grace 

And princely care, foreſeeing thoſe fell miſchiefs 

Our reaſons laid before him, he hath commanded 

To-morrow morning to the council board 

He be convented. He's a rank weed, Sir Thomas, 
nd we muſt root him out, From your affairs 

I hinder you too long : good night, Sir Thomas. 

Mes, [ Exaunt Gardiner and page. 


Tov. Many good nights, my lord, I reſt your ſervant. 


SCENE II. 
. Enter King and Suffolk. | | ; 


. King. Charles, I will play no more to-night, 
My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
Xing. But little, Charles, | 
Nor ſhall not when my fancy's on my play. 


Now Lovel, from the Queen, what is the news? 


Lov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I ſent your meſſage,” who return'd her thanks 
75 Toes humbleneſs, and beg your Highneſs 
oft heartily to pray for her. | 
King. What ſay'ſt thou! ha! | 
To pray for her! what! is ſhe crying out? 
Lov. So ſaid her woman, and that ber ſuff rance made 
Almoſt each pang. a death, : 
King. Alas, good lady! _ | | 
Su f. God ſafely quit her of her burthen, and 
With gentle travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highneſs with an heir. 
King. Tis midnight, Charles; | 
Pr'ythee to bed, and in thy prayers remember | 
WISE, "LIES... T̃bl'eſtate 
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Th' eftate of my poor Queen. Leaye me alone, 
For I muſt think of that which company 
Would not be friendly to. 
Suf. I wiſh your Highneſs 
A quiet night, and my good miſtreſs will 
Remember in my prayers. 
King. Charles, a good night: [Exit Suffolk; 
Well, Sir, what follows ? 


Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 
Denny. Sir, I have brought my lord the Arch- bi ſnop, 


As you commanded me. At 
King, Ha! Canterbury). M. 
Denny. Vea, my good lord. Ar 
King. Tis true — where is he, Denny? Th 
Denny. He attends your Highneſs pleaſure. Th 
King, Bring him to us. [Exit Denny, | 
Lov. This is about that which the biſhop ſpake, Th 

I am happily come hither. [ 4 ſide. Is 
Enter Cranmer and Denny. | Wo 

King. Avoid the gallery, [Lovell ſeemeth to ſtay. You 
Ha! I have ſaid-——be gone I ſn 
| Þ [Exeunt Lovell and Denny, You 
SCENE II. bo 

Cran. I am fearful : wherefore frowns he thus? The 
'Tis his aſpect of terror. All's not well. If th 
King. How now, my lord? you. do deſire to know Will 
Wherefore I ſent for you. 77 Being 
Cran. It is my duty © What 
T' attend your Highneſs' pleaſure, | K*. 
King. Pray you riſe, How 

My good and Fracious lord of Canterbury : 4 

Come you and I muſt walk a turn together : | Your 
I've news to tell you. Come, give me your hand. nd 
J 


Ah my good lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak, 
And cn vight ſorry A. repeat what follows. | The d 
I have, and moſt unwillingly, of late T 
Heard many grievous, J do ſay, my lord, To ſw, 

| Grieyo us 


vo us 
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Grievous complaints of you; which being conſidet d: 


Have mov'd us and our council, that you ſhall 
This morning come before us, where I know 
You cannot with ſuch freedom purge your ſelf, 
But that 'till further tryal, in thoſe charges 
Which will require your anſwer, you muſt take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houſe our Tower; you, a brother of us; 
It fits we thus proceed, or elſe no witneſs 
Would come againſt you. 
Cran, | woe = thank your Highneſs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occaſion 
Moſt throughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn ſhall fly aſunder, For I know 
There's none ftands under more calumnious tongues 
Than I my felf, poor man. e Su 
King, Stand up, good Canterbury; 
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, ſtand up, 
Pr'ythes let's walk. Now, by my holy dame, 
What manner of man are you? my lord, Ilook'd 
You would have given me your petition, that 


1 ſhould have ta'en ſome pains to bring ee 


Your ſelf and your accuſers, and have heard you 
Without indurance further. | 

Cran, Moſt dread Liege, 
The good I ſtand on is my truth and honeſty : 
If they ſhall fall, I with mine enemies 
Will triumph o'er my perſon ; which I weigh not, 
Being of thoſe virtues vacant. I fear nothing | 
What can be ſaid againſt me. 

King. Know you not 1 
How your ſtate ſtands i' th' world, with the whole 

world? | 5 
Vour foes are many, and not ſmall; their practices 
Muſt bear the ſame proportion; and not ever 
The juſtice and the truth o' th' queſtion carries 
The due o' th' verdi& with it. At what eaſe 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To ſwear againſt you? ſuch things have been done 
D 5 You're 
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Your'e potently oppos'd; and with a malice 
Of as great ſize. Ween you of better luck, 

I mean in perjur'd witneſs, than your maſter, 
Whoſe minifter you are, while here he liy'd 
Upon this naughty earth ? go to, go to, 

You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deſtruction. 

Crax. God and your Majeſty 
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheer, 
They ſhall no more prevail than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this morning ſee 
You do appear before them. If they chance, 

In charging you with matters to. commit you; 
The beſt perſuaſions to the contrary 
Fail not to uſe, and with what vehemency 
Th' occaſion ſhall inſtruct you. If intreaties 
Will renden you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man weeps! 
He's honeſt on mine honour. God's bleſt mother! 
1 {wear he is true-hearted, and a ſeul 
None better in my kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmer. 
He'as ſtrangled all his — in his tears. 
Enter an old Lady. 

Gent. Within. Come back; what mean you? 

Lady, I'll not come back: the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldneſs manners. Now good angels 
Fly o'er thy regal head;. and ſhade thy perſon. 
Under their bleſſed wings! | 

King. Now by thy looks 
1 gueſs thy meſſage. Is the Queen deliyer'd? 
Say ay, and of a boy. 

Lady, Ay, ay, my Liege; | 
And of alovely boy; the God of heav'n 
Both now and ever bleſs her tis a girl, 
Promiſes boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen. 
Deſires your viſitation, and to be. 
4 Acquainted 
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inted | To quench mine honour ! they would ſhame to make me 
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Acquainted with this ſtranger; tis as like you, 


As cherry is to cherry. 
King. Lovell. Fo 
Lov, Sir, MT | 
King. Give her an hundred marks, I'll to the Queen, 

. | [ Exit King. 
Lady. An hundred marks! by this light I'll ba' more. 

An ordinary groom is for ſuch a payment. 

I will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the girl was like him? I'll 

Have more, or elſe unſay't; now, while 'tis hot, 


I'll put it to the iſſue. | [Exit Lady, 
SCENE IV. 


Enter Cranmer, 
Hope I'm not too late, and yet the gentleman 


cran. 1 
2 1 That was ſent to me from the council, pray'd me 


To make great haſte. All faſt? what means this? hoa ? 
Who waits there: ſure you know me? 


Enter Keeper. 


Keep. Yes, my lord; 

But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? | 3 | 
Keep. Your Grace muſt wait till you be call'd for] 


Enter Doctor Butts. 


Cran. So. 
Butts. This is a piece of malice: I am glad 
I came this way ſo happily. The King 
Shall underſtand it preſently. Exit Butts. 
Cran. Tis Butts, 4 
The King's phyſician; as he paſt along, 
How earneſtly he caſt his eyes upon me! 
Pray heav'n he found not my diſgrace : for certaih 
This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I neyer ſought their malice) 
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Wait elſe at door: a fellow- c ounſellor 
Mong boys and grooms and lackeys! but their pleaſures 


Muſt be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience, 


Enter the King and Butts at a window above. | 


Butts. I'll ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight 
King, What's that, Butts? | | 
Butts. I think your Highneſs ſaw this many a day. 
King. Body o' me: where is it? 
Butts. There, my lord: 
The high promotion-of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his ſtate at door mongſt purſevants, 
Pages and foot-boys. | 
King. Ha! *tis he indeed. 
Is this the honour they do one another? 
'Tis well there's one above em yet. I thought 
They'd parted ſo much honeſly among 'em, 


At leaſt good manners, as not thus to ſuffer 


A man of his place and ſo near our favour 

To dance attendance on their lordſhips pleaſures, 
And at the door too, like a poſt with packets, 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery ; 

Let 'em alone, and draw the curtain cloſe. 

We ſhall here more anon. 


SCENE 


A council table brought in with chairs and ſtools, and 
placed under the ſlate. Enter Lord-chancellor, places 
himſelf at the upper end of the table on the left hand. 

4 4 ſeat being left void above him, as for the Arche 

”. biſhop of Canterbury, Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Nor- 
folk, Surrey, Lord-chamberlain, and Gardiner, ſeat 
themſelves in order on each fide, Cromwell at the 
lower end, as Secretary. = 


Chan. Speak to the buſineſs, Mr Secretary: 

Why are we met in council? | 
Crom. Pleaſe your Honours, 

The cauſe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard, Has he knowledge of it} 
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Crom. Yes. $i. 
Nor. Who waits there: 
Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 
Gard, Yes, 
Keep. My lord Arch-biſhop; 
And has done half an hour, to know your pleaſures] 
Chan, Let him come in. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 1 
| [Cranmer approaches the council table 
Chan, My good lord Arch-biſhop, I'm very ſorry 
To fit here at this preſent, and behold 55 
That chair ſtand empty: but we all are men 
In our own natures frail, and capable 
Of frailty, few are angels; from which frailty 
And want of wiſdom, you that beſt ſhould teach us, 
Have miſdemean'd your ſelf, and not a little: 
Tow'rd the King firſt, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplaing; 
(For ſo we are inform'd) with new opinions | 
Divers and dang'rous, which are hereſies; 
And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 
Gard. Which reformation muſt be ſudden too, 
My noble lords; for thoſe that tame wild horſes 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make em gentle, 
But ſtop their mouths with ſtubborn bits, and ſpur em 
'Till they obey the manage. If we ſuffer 
(Out of our eaſineſs and childiſh pity 
o one man's honour ) this contagious ſickneſs, 
Farewel all phyſick : and what follows then? 
ommotions, uproars, with a gen'ral taint 
Of the whole ſtate: as of late days our neighbours 
The upper Germany can dearly witneſs, 


Net freſhly pitied in our memories, 


| Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progreſs 
oth of my life and office, I have labour'd 1 
And with no little ftudy) that my teaching 
Ind the ſtrong courſe of my authority, 
ight go one way, and ſafely; and the end 
Vas ever to do well: nor is there living 
I ſpeak it with a ſingle heart, my lords) 


— 
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A man that more deteſts, more ſtirs againſt 

(Both in his private cenſcience and his place) 

Defacers of the publick peace, than I do. 

Pray heav'n the King may never find a heart 

With leſs allegiance in it! Men that make 

Envy and crooked malice nouriſhment, 

Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your lordſhips, 

That in this caſe of juſtice, my accuſers, | 

Be what they will, may ſtand forth face to face, 

And freely urge againſt me, | 
Suf. Nay, my lord, 8 

That cannot be; you are a counſellor, 

And by that vertue no man dare accuſe you. 
Gard, My lord, becauſe we've buſineſs of more mo- 

ment, | 

We will be ſhort wi' you. Tis his Highneſs' pleaſure, 

And our conſent, for better tryal of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower ; 

Where being but a private man again, 

You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 

More than, I fear, you are provided for. | 
Cran, Ay, my good lord of Wincheſter, I thank you, 

You're always my good friend; if your will paſs, 

I ſhall both find your lordſhip judge and juror, 

You are ſo merciful, I fee your end, 

'Tis my 3 Love and meekneſs, lord, 

Become a church-man better than ambition: 

Win ſtraying ſouls with modeſty again, 

Caft none away. That I ſhall clear my ſelf, 

(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience) 

1 make as little doubt, as you do conſcience 

In doing daily wrongs. I could ſay more, 

But rey'rence to your calling makes me modeſt. 
Gard, My lord, my lord, you are a ſeQtary, 
That's the plain truth; your painted gloſs diſcovers, 

To men that underſtand you, words and weakneſs. 
Crom. My lord of Wincheſter, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too ſharp; men ſo noble, 
However faulty, yet ſhould find refpe& 
For what they have been: tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. | 
; Gard, 
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Gard. Good Mr, Secretary 
L,cry your honour mercy ; you may, worſt 
Of all this table, ſay ſo. 
Crom. Why, my lord? | 
Gard. Do not I know you for a fayourer 
Of this new ſect? ye are not ſound, 
Crom. Not ſound? 
Gard. Not ſound, I ſay, | 
Crom. Would you were half ſo honeſt ! 
Mens prayers then would ſeek you, not their fears 
Gard, I ſhall remember this bold language. 
Crom, Do. 
Remember your bold life too.. 
Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear, for ſhame, my lords. 
Gard, I've done. | 
Crom. And I. 


Cham. Then thusfor you, my lord: it ſtands agreed, 


I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be-convey'd.to th' Tower a | rg 
There to remain till the King's further pleaſure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed, lords? 
All, We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way. of mercy, 
But I muſt needs to th' Tower, my lords? 
Gard, What other | 
Would you expect? you're ſtrangely troubleſome :. 
Let ſome o'th' guard be ready there, 


Enter the: Guard. 


Cran, For me? 
Muſt I go like a traitor then? 

Guard. Receive him, 
And ſee him ſafe i'th' Tower, 

Cran.. Stay, good my lords, | 
I have a little yet to ſay. Look there, lords; 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my cauſe 
Out of the gripes of.cruel men, and give it 
To a moſt noble judge, the King my maſter, 


Cham. 
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Cham. This is the King's ring. 

Sur. Tis no counterfeit. 5 

Suf. Tis his right ring, by heav'n, I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dang'rous ſtone a rowling, 


. *'Twould fall upon our ſelves. 


Nor. D' you think, my lords, | 
The King will ſuffer but the little finge 
Of this man to be yex'd ? 
Cham. Tis now too certain. 
How much more is his life in value with him? 
Would I were fairly out on't. 
Crom. My mind gave me, 
In ſeeking tales and informations 
Againſt this man, whoſe honeſty the deyil 


And his diſciples only envy at, 


Ye blew the fire that burns ye; now have at ye. 
SCENE WW. 
Enter King frowning on them, takes his ſeat. 


Gard. Dread Soy'reign, how much are we bound tv 
heav'n 
In daily thanks, that gave us ſuch a Prince; 
Not only good and wiſe, but moſt religious: 


One that in all obedience makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour, and to ſtrengthen 


That holy duty of our dear reſpect, 
His royal ſelf in judgment comes to hear 
The cauſe betwixt her and this great offender. 
King. You're ever good at ſudden commendations, 
Biſhop of Wincheſter. But know, I come not 
To hear ſuch flatt'ries now; and in my preſence 


They are too thin and baſe to hide offences. 


To me you cannot reach; you play the ſpaniel, 
And think with wagging-of your tongue to win me. 
But whatſoe'er thou tak'ſt me for, I'm ſure 
Thou haſt a cruel nature, and a bloody. 
Good man, ſit down: now let me fee the proudeſt. 
| : [ To — 
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He that dares moſt, but wag bis finger at thee. 
By all that's holy, he had better ſtarve, | 
Than but once think this place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May't pleaſe your Grace 
King, No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me. 
I thought I had men of underſtanding 
And wiſdom, of my council; but I find none. 
Was it diſcretion, lords, to let this man, 
This good man, (few of you deſerve that title) 
This — man, wait like a lowſie foot- boy 
At chamber door, and one as great as you are? 
Why what a ſhame was this? did my commiſſion 
Bid ye ſo far forget your ſelves? I gave ye 
Pow'r, as he was a counſellor, to try him, 
Not as a groom, There's ſome of ye, I ſee, 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmoſt, had ye means; 
Which ye ſhall never have, while I do live. 
Cham. My moſt dread Sovereign, may it like your 
Grace | 
To let my tongue excuſe all. Whas was purpos'd 
Concerning his impriſonment, was rather, | 
If there be faith in men, meant for bis tryal, 
And fair purgation ts the world, than malice , 
I'm ſure in me. | 
Ring. Well, well, my lords reſpect him: 
Take him, and uſe him well; he's worthy of it. I 
I will ſay thus much for him, If a Prince © 
May be beholden to a ſubject, I 
Am, for his love and ſervice, ſo to him. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
Be friends for ſhame, my lords. My lord of Canterbury, 
I have a ſuit which you muſt not deny me. 
There is a fair young maid that yet wants baptiſm, 
You muſt be godfather, and anſwer for her, 
Cran, The greateſt monarch now alive may glory 
In ſuch an honour ; how may I deſerye it, 
That am a poor and humble ſubje& to you? 


King. Come, come, my lord, you'd ſpare your ſpoons: | 


you ſhall have 
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Two noble partners with you: the old Dutcheſs 


Of Norfolk, and the lad — Dor ſot —— 
Once more, my lord of Wincheſter, I charge yow | 
Embrace and love this man, 
Gard, With a true heart 
And brother's love I do it, 
Cran, And let heav'n 
Witnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
9 man, thoſe joyful tears ſhew thy true 
eaſt; | | 
The common voice I ſee is verify'd 
Of thee, Which ſays thus : do my lord of Canterbury 
But one ſhrewd turn, and he's your friend for ever. 
Come, lords, we trifle time away: I long 
To have this young one made a chriſtian. 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain: 
So I grow ſtronger, ye more honour gain. [Exe] 


8 


* 


SCENE VII. 
Noiſe and tumult within : Enter Porter and his man- 


Port Vou''ll leave your noiſe anon, ye rafcals; do 
| you take the court for Paris Garden? ye 
Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to ih: larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows and be hang'd, ye rogue: 
is this a place to roar in? fetch me a dozen crab-tree 


ſtaves, and ſtrong ones; theſe are but ſwitches to em: 


I'll ſcratch your heads; you muſt be ſeeing chriſtnings? 

do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude raſcals? 
Man. Pray Sir, be patient; tis as much impoſſible 

(Unleſs we ſwept them from the door with cannons) 

To ſcatter 'em, as-'tis to make em ſleep | 

On May-day morning, which will never be: 

We may as well puſh againſt Paul's, as ſtir em. 
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd? 

Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in? 

As much as one ſound cudgel of four foot * 
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{You ſee the poor remainder) could diſtribute 
I made no ſpare, Sir, | 
Port, You did nothing, Sir, | 
Man, I am not Sampſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Cole- 
brand, to mow em down before me; but if I ſpar'd 
any that hada head to hit, either young or old, heor 
ſhe, cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me never hope 
to ſee a chine again; and that I would not for a cow, 
God faye her. 
Within, Do you hear, Mr, Porter ! | 
Port. I ſhall be with . preſently, good Mr. Pup- 
e, ſirrah. PE Ye 
Man. What would you have me do? I] 


Port. What ſhould you do, but knock 'em down by 


the dozens? is this Morefields to muſter in? or have 
we ſome ſtrange Indian with the great tool come to 
court, the women ſo beſiege us? blefs me! what a, 
fry of fornication is at the door? on my chriſtian con- 


ſcience, this one chriſtning will beget a thouſand, here 


will be father, god-father, and all together. 
Man. Tbe ſpoons will be the bigger, Sir. There is 


a fellow ſomewhat near the door, he ſhould be a 


braſier by his face, for o' my conſcience twenty of the 
dog- days now reign in's noſe; all that ſtand about him 


are under the line, they need no other penance; that 


fire-drake did I hit three times on the head, and three 
times was his nofe diſcharged againſt me; he ſtands 
there like a mortar- piece to blow us up. There was a 
haberdaſher's wife of ſmall wit near him, that rail'd 
upon me till her pink'd porringer fell off her head, 
for kindling ſuch a combuſtion. in the ſtate. I miſt the 
meteor once, and hit that woman, who cry'd out Clubs, 
when I might ſee ſome forty truncheons draw to her 


-ſuccour, which were the hope of the ſtrand, where 


ſhe was quarter'd. They fell on; I made good my 
place; at "aun they came to the broom-ſtaff with me, 
I defy'd em ſtill; when ſuddenly a file of boys behind 


'em deliver'd ſuch a ſhower of pibbles, looſe ſhot, that 
I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let em win 
the work; the devil was among em, I think ſurely. 
| Port. 
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Port. Theſe are the youths that thunder at a play- 
houſe, and fight for bitten apples; that no audience 


but the tribulation of Tower. hill or the limbs of Lime- 


houſe, their dear brothers, are able to endure. I have 


ſome of 'em in Limbo patrum, and there they are like 


to dance theſe three days; befides the running banquet 
of two beadles that is to come. 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, 


Cham. Mercy o' me: what a multitude are here? 
They grow ſtill too; from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair, Where are theſe porters ? 
Theſe lazy knaves? ye've made a fine hand, fellows ? 
There's a trim rabble let in; are all theſe | 
Your faithful friends o' th' ſuburbs? we ſhall have 
Great ſtore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they paſs back from th' criſtning ? | 

Port, Pleaſe your honour, 

We are but men, and what fo many may do, 
Not being torn in pieces, we haye done: 
An army cannot rule 'em. 

Cham. As I live, 


If the King blame me for 't, I'Il lay ye all 


By th' heels, and ſuddenly; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for neglect: y'are lazy knaves, 
And here ye lye baiting of bombards, when 

Ye ſhould do ſervice. Hark, the trumpets ſound, 
Th' are come already from the chriſtening ; 

Go break among the preſs, and find a way out 


To let the troop paſs fairly; or I'll find 


A Marſhalſea ſhall hold ye play theſe two months. 

Port, Make way there for the Princeſs. | 

Man. You great fellow, ſtand cloſe up, or I'IImake 
your head ake. 

Port. You i'th* camblet, get up o'th' rail, I'll peck 
[Exeunt. 
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lay- 
= Enter trumpets ſounding ; then two Aldermen, Lord 
have #8 Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his 


Eko Marſhal's ſtaff, Duke of Suffolk, to noblemen bearing 
| great ſtanding bowls for the chriftning gifts ; then four 
noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the Dutcheſs 
of Norfolk, god-mother, bearing the child richly ha- 
bited in a mantle, &c. Train born by a lady; then 
follows the marchioneſs of Dorſet, the other god-mo- 
e ther, and ladies. The troop paſs once about the ſtage, 
F and Garter ſpeaks, | | | 


Gart. Heay'n, from thy endleſs goodneſs ſend long 
Ws ! life, h q 1 

And ever happy, to the high and mighty 
| Princeſs of England, fair Elizabeth, 


8, Flouriſh, Enter King and Guard. 


Cran. And to your royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My noble partners and my ſelf thus pray; 
All comfort, joy, in this moſt gracious lady, 
That heav'n e'er laid up to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 
King, Thank you, good lord Arch - biſnop: 
What is her name? 
Cran, Elizabeth, 
King. Stand up, lord, 
With this kiſs take my bleſſing : God protect thee, 
Into whoſe hand I give thy life. | 
Cran. N 1 3 3 
King. noble goſſips, y' have been too prodigal, 
1 thack ye Ty ho ſhall this lady, n 


quet 


„When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh, | 
bs Cran. Let ffie ſpeak, Sir, . 114 
(For heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter, 47 

1 Let none think flatt'ry, for they'll find 'em truth. j1 
r This royal infant, (heav'n ſtill move about her) {1 


Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes 
Upon this land a thouſand thouſand bleſſings, 


Which | 
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Which time ſhall bring to ripeneſs. She ſhall be An 


(But few now living can behold that goodneſs) We 
A pattern to all Princes living with her, she 
And all that ſhall ſucceed. Sheba was never A. 1 
More covetous of wiſdom and fair virtue, | To 
Than this bleſt ſoul ſhall be. All Princely graces F: 
That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this, The 
With all the virtues that attend the good, Thi 


Shall ftill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nurſe her, Thi 
Holy, and heav'nly thoughts ftill counſel her: 
She ſhall be loy'd and fear'd. Her own ſhall bleſs her; 
Her foes ſhake like a field of beaten corn, | 
And _ their heads with ſorrow. Good grows with |: 
er. | | | 
In her days ev'ry man ſhall eat in ſafety 
Under his own vine, what he plants, and ſing 
The merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours. 
God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her 
From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And claim by thoſe their greatneſs : not by blood. 


Nor ſhall this peace ſleep with her; but as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden Phœnix, ' 
Her aſhes new create another heir, F 


As great in admiration as her ſelf; 

So ſhall ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs to one, 2 23 
(When heav'n ſhall call her from this cloud ofdarkneſs) 
Who from the ſacred aſhes of her honour 4 
Shall ftar-like riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, I 
And ſo ſtand fix'd. Peace, plenty, love, truth, terrour, 
That were the ſeryants to this choſen infant, 4 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Where-ever the bright ſun of heav'n ſhall ſhine, 

His honour and the greatneſs of his name 

Shall be, and make new nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 
And like a mountain cedar reach his branches 


To all the plains about him: children's children 


Shall ſee this, and bleſs heav'n. 5 
King. Thon ſpeakeſt wonders, 4 
Cran, She ſhall be to the ae of England, 
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And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 

Would 1 had known no more; but ſhe muſt die, 

She muſt, the ſaints muſt have her; yet a virgin, 

A. moſt unſpotted lilly ſhall ſhe paſs  * 

To th' ground, and all the world ſhall mourn her. 
King. O lord Arch-biſhop, ha: 

Thou'ſt made me now a man; never, before 


This happy child, did I get any thing. 


This oracle of comfort has fo pleas'd me, 

That when I am in heav'n, I ſhall deſire 

To ſee what this child does, and praiſe my maker. 

I thank ye all to you, my good Lord-mayor, 
And you good brethren, I am much beholden : 

I have receiv'd much honour by your preſence, 

And ye ſhall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords, 
Ye muſt all ſee the Queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 
She will be ſick elſe. This day no man think 

H'as buſineſs at his houſe, for all ſhall ftay, 


This little one ſhall make it holy-day, [Exennt, 
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FIL UL, | 
| of Ha S ten to one this play can never pleaſe ; 
All that are here : ſome come to take their eaſe, 


And ſleep an act or two; but thoſe we fear | | 1 
Me ' ve frighted with our trumpets : ſo "tis clear 
They'll ſay tis naught, Others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extreamly, and to cry that's witty ; 
Which we have not done neither; that I fear 

All the expected good ware like to hear 

For this play at this time, is only in 

The merciful conſtruction of good women; 

(For ſuch a one we ſhew'd em) If they ſmile, 
And ſay t will do; I know within a while 
All the beſt men are ours; for tis ill hap, 

Tf they hold when their Ladies bid em clap, 
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